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Chippendales eat your heart out, wimps 


Sexier than Poison Idea and a wee bit more tuneful 
to boot 


Well, it’s a better name than Slow Down Fido 
Ten crucial moments 

Frarr, fnarr 

Babylon and on 

Kim Thayil does some serious weeding 
Keyhole the through 


Not lost in paradise (they're in Holland) 


THRASH 


Yippee, they're back 


Shock exclusive! One of them can write! 


Highway to Hull 


2 JULY 1992: DOOGY REV, DOOGY REV 


TATTT TAao 


REGULARS 


Tora Tora, Slik Toxic and PADD 

A huge gob of blop 

17, Shh, don't mention the vibrators 
Jason ‘Cambridge Diet’ Bonham 


Including The Cult, Pearl Jam, Guns N’ Roses, My 
Sister's Machine 


With Megadeth, Helmet, Danii Minogue, Silverfish 
and Dream Theater 


More Faith 
No More 


Following their recent UK 
appearances with Guns N’Roses, 
and resting after posing with fruit 
in RP a couple of issues back, 
FNM return for their own 
headline shows towards the end 
of the year. The dates are as 
follows: Brixton Academy 26/27 


Hard Luck Story... 


Everything Little Angels do... 


Little Angels have been 
confirmed as the opening act on 


place this month. Extreme and 


Bryan Adams’ British shows taking 


drummer Mark Richardson. 
The band recently started work 

on their next album, which will be 

produced by Andy Paul and Ken 


Nov, Birmingham 

NEC 28, Glasgow 

Barrowlands Dec 

3/4, Sheffield 

Arena 5. London 

Records release a 

new single, ‘Small Victory’, taken 
from the band’s current and 


probably be at 
the beginning of 
next year, Little 
Angels’ version 


rather spiffing album ‘Angel 
Dust’, on 18 July. 


Former Four Horseman hang out with anybody in my do, except me.” Phonogram, were unable to 
frontman Frank Starr has been band because everybody's got He claims that the record confirm or deny Starr’s version 
‘on the phone to set the record their own little world that they label did not offer enough of events.) 

straight about his departure hang out in, and I’m clean and financial support to enable the Meanwhile, Starr has put 
from the band and to deny sober, so I'd do what | had todo —_band to embark on their together a new band called Hard 


projected European —_Luck (“because we've all had 
tour last March, it”) with guitarist Craig Goldie 
opening for {ex-Giuffria and Dio) and bassist 
Love/Hate, and Terry Naills (ex-Steve Jones 
instead the Four Band). A drummer for the group 
Horseman played a has not been confirmed yet, but 
low budget American —_ looks likely to be Mark Bistony, 
club tour, the final “the studio musician from hell!” 
shows of which were Hard Luck are currently 
cancelled due to working on new material before 
internal problems seeking a record deal, and Starr 
within the quintet. says that he and Haggis are now 
According to Starr, on speaking terms again and 
Angelus then that he bears his former band 
dropped the band members no ill will. 
and it subsequently “| just wish everybody else in 
collapsed in the Horsemen luck. | got my 
disarray, leaving teeth fixed, | got a good 
remaining members reputation and | got my own mic 

reports that his vocal problems and then I'd go my way. Haggis and Dimwit currently stand, so | got three decent 

led to the cancellation of the Apparently, they didn’t like that putting together a new line-up to things out of it!” 

band’s touring schedule. idea too much. They hired me in —_record the Four 

Regarding his role in the this band because of an attitude Horsemen’s 

band, he says, “Def American that I had - that I don’t take second album. 

and Pete Angelus, the band’s shit from nobody - and (At press time, 

manager, weren't really too everybody else in the band the Four 

happy with the way that | was pretty much became a robot and Horsemen's. 

handling situations. | didn’t did what everybody told them to —_British label, 


Lomas and recorded in the UK, in 
Vancouver and in Canada. For 
those who’re eating the carpet and 
can’t wait for its release, which will 


of the classic 
(and somewhat 
tiresome) ballad, ‘The First Cut Is 
The Deepest’, is included on the 


‘Squeeze will also be appearing on 
the bill. These will be Little Angels’ 
first British shows this year and will 
also mark the live debut of new 


currently available ‘Power Cuts’ 
compilation. 
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Iron Maiden only U.K. appearance this year — Castle Donington August 22nd 1992. EMI 
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NEW ALBUM 
includes 
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Mie 


When I was a drinker and was married 
to my ex-wife, I used to go up to 
Cumbria pretending to go on fell walks. 
Tused to put my jeans in my bag, put all 
these corduroy trousers and thick coats 
on, put walking boots on, and tell her I 
was going fell walking. I'd go ona 
Friday and get fucking assholed drunk 
over the weekend. 


@ “When | was a kid, English bands made 
American bands look like slobs. It was exciting, it 
made your blood boil. And now? Geeks! | used to 
beat up guys like that in school. They were the 


Another classic tale from the 

king of crazy - Ozzy Osbourne! 
They just keep getting better 
and better... 


No. 5: Fell Walking 


Well, she cottoned on. So this one 
morning, the cab’s just coming to the 
house to take me to the train station, 
and she says, “Take the dog. He'd love 
arun along the beach.” So, okay, I take 
the fucking dog. 

So I go to the station, and the dog 
wasn’t muzzled so you've got to have it 
with you. And unbeknown to me, she’s 
just fed this fucking thing two cans of 
Pal or something and about a ton of 
biscuits. So I’m sitting there like dead 
cool, with this fucking rucksack and 
this dog, and there’s this little old 
woman facing the dog. 

Then the guy comes round, and she 
has a coffee and a sandwich and I have 
a coffee. Now you've got to picture this: 
I'm sitting on the outside, the dog's 
sitting on the inside, and the woman is 


guys who never got laid...I think when reading 
books gets in the way of spreading your legs 
and hitting a big chord, rock ‘n’ roll is dead.” — 
Gene Simmons of Kiss explains exactly 
where his objections to Morrisey lie 


@ “Even if you don't pay attention to what (the 
press) say, this whole ‘funk-metal’ thing is pretty 
disgusting. The last thing | ever want to be in is a 
funk-metal band. So it's not like we're gonna try 
to do exactly the opposite, just anything except 
that, y'know. It's a disgusting label for a band 
and | would say that any band that plays funk- 
metal | hate. | would safely say that most of the 
band feels the same way.” — Funk’s not dead? It 
bloody well is as far as Faith No More's Billy 
Gould is concerned 


@ ‘The only band to ever completely transcend 
their R&B influences and possibly the only truly 
original band I've ever heard, despite the fact 
that Robert Plant wrecks every record they've 
ever done cos his voice is so crap! They were 
everything the Stones didn't have the bottle to 
be." - Richey of the Manic Street Preachers 
in controversial Zeppelin-were-coo-butPlant- 
wasn't outburst! 


@ “Sex and drugs aren't unique to rock ‘n’ roll, 
anyway. They're in religion, politics, professional 
athletics... Why the hell should a rock ‘n’ roll 
person want anything to do with a lifestyle that’s 
similar to that of politicians? Rock ‘n’ roll shouldn't 
be seduced and weakened and corrupted by 


facing the dog. And this woman has 
stopped with her mouth open and her 
sandwich half-chewed, looking like 
she’s had a stroke. So I look at the dog, 
and the dog is in this convulsion. 

And I’m going, “Oh my God, oh no!” 
I've got the dog by the collar, but when 
a dog is about to throw up its ass 
suddenly develops superglue and you 
cannot move it. It fucking puked up 
about 15 gallons, and it splashed all up 
this woman. 

I'll always remember it to my dying 
day: one of her spectacles had all this 
shit hanging and dripping off, and her 
sandwich was all covered in it. Steam 
was coming out of my shirt collar in 
embarrassment! And in my panic, all I 
could say was, “I’m dreadfully sorry. 
Can I buy you another sandwich?” 


those kinds of temptations...” - Genre-bustin’ 
Kim Thayil of Soundgarden wants you to 
Clean up your act! 


@ “As a heterosexual male, I'd much rather be 
in the front row looking up a nice skirt than a 
trouser leg. It’s time we got back to a bit more of 
that."- David St Hubbins of Spinal Tap 
in dopey-sexistcomment mode 


@ ‘“(AxI's) got a very interesting set of pipes. 
He's been through the mill, and he's got a lot of 
spunk, and so do his band. I'm not familiar with 
the language of hard rock enough to know about 
everything they do, but a song like ‘November 
Rain’ connects with me.” — Boo of U2 (Vom! — 
Ed) on Axl of GN'R after the two jammed 
‘Knocking On Heaven's Door’ (Double vom with 
vom for dessert! — Ed) in Vienna 


EDITED BY 
PAUL SUTER 


* Earlier this year we told you 
about Roadecrew, the band that 
was basically Vain with Steven 
Adler on drums, and we also 
mentioned that Adler was in 
litigation with his old band and that 
their relationship was not too 
friendly as a result. Well, it turns 
out that the name Roadcrew was. 
owned jointly by Adler and Slash, 
and the drummer has therefore 
been forced to stop using it. Since 
everybody on the planet bar the 
drummer himself thought it was a 
crap name, no tears are being 
shed, and the new name is...Vaint 
Yeah, like we said, Vain with 
Steven Adler on drums.. 

The band has not yet tied up 
the new recording deal, but in the 
mean time they've played a few 
shows across the US and the next 
step is a short Japanese tour 
which should be in progress at this 
very moment. And then, yes folks, 
a handful of dates has been 
offered in Britain, which the band is 
likely to agree to. 


* Much to the astonishment of 
one and all, Epic Records has 
apparently signed Taboo, the 


band featuring notoriously dodgy 
singer Steven Pearcy and former 
Cinderella drummer Fred Coury. 
So much for the belief that we'd 
all heard the last of Pearcy; 
allegedly Epic offered the deal 
after hearing the band play just 
‘one song at a rehearsal. Pearcy's 
former colleagues in Ratt are 
meanwhile trying to bump-start 
their career. Let's hope they're 
not dumb enough to use the 
same name if they want to get. 
anywhere. 


* Remember Gypsy Queen? 
When their new album emerges it's 
likely to be under the monicker 
Cell Mates. So, do they look like 
the cast of Prisoner Cell Block H? 
The world holds its breath. Only 
briefly, though. 


% Rumours that notorious 
nefarious wrongdoer Ax! Rose 
is going to hand himself over to St 
Louis’ finest and get it all sorted 
out have nothing to do with a deal 
being struck so's not to disrupt 
the massively expensive Gunners 
and Metallica tour. 


* Phantom Blue should 
eventually be meandering into the 
studio and attempting to justify the 
alleged $465,000 that Geffen 
spent on their record deal. 


%* After months of rumours, and a 
pair of albums that died rather 
badly, it seems that Lou Gramm 
and Mick Jones have reconciled 
after a fashion. Foreigner are 
back to normal and 
Shadowking are consigned to 
the dustbin of 
history. We 
hesitate to 
suggest that it 
could be purely 
for financial gain, 
but we'd probably E 
be right. 
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> 


STRAIGHT TAL 


TOUGH BNOUGH 
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INFATUATION 


cD 
* Vince 

N solo 
project seems to 
be ticking over 
nicely, but neither 
Enuff Z'Nuff or 
Michael Monroe's 
Jerusalem Slim 
project are going 
to be best 
pleased if Vikki 
Foxx or Steve 
Stevens 
respectively don’t 
bale out from 


STRAIGHT TALK 


TOUGH BNOUGH 


NEW SINGLE OUT NC 
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playing with him 
soon. 
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The hypest poop to pump right 
now comes from those elegantly 
attired organ-grinders from 
Chicago, Urge Overkill. As 
the world anticipates in 
indecently moist fashion the first 
fruits of their corporate dollar. 
backed move for global 
domination on DGC, those 
charming dudes at London's 
Roughneck Recording Co are 
hooking up with their Stateside 
compadres at Touch & Go to 
bring us the curiously titled ‘The 
Urge Overkill Stull EP" 

This sixtrack beauty 
showcases both the righteously 
rockin’ and reflective sides to the 
Urge character, thereby 
confirming that Nash, Blackie 
and King are the missing link 
between Hiisker Dii, Cheap Trick 
and Neil Diamond ~ while classic 
tearjerker ‘Girl, You'll Be A 


Woman Soon’ kicks the whole 
thang off 

The story behind the EP's title 
is as enigmatic as the Urge 
themselves, Stull is apparently a 
ghost town around 40 miles 
west of Kansas City, reputed to 
be the mystical geographical 
centre of North America, and a 
recent pilgrimage there served 
as something of a religious 
experience for the boys, Seems 
only right, as this band have 
been dispensing their own brand 
of devotional intrigue for too 
long without receiving sufficiently 
massive acclaim. With their ball- 
bustin’ plea to the hearts and 
vinybrejectin' minds ‘What's This 
Generation Coming Too?’ also 
included, ‘Stull’ should serve to 
cement Urge Overkill's name into 
the annals of rock legend, Or 
something like that. 


The world is awash with noisy bands and the 
man to navigate you through the feedback is 
none other than KEITH CAMERON... 


From Houston, Texas ~ murder 
capital of the US, kids, you know 
it makes sense ~ comes the third 
chapter in S&M ‘n’ serial killing: 
fixated discord from the Pain 
Teens. On Butthole Surfer King 
Coffey’s Trance Syndicate label, 
‘Stimulation Festival’ follows the 
trail of its predecessors ‘Case 
Histories’ and 'Born In Blood’ by 
‘stewing up a clutch of distended 
guitar loops, samples from God 
knows where-and 
the half-dead vocal 
drawis of Bliss 
Blood, a daughter 
of darkness from 
your worst 
dreams. 

The divine Ms 
Blood has been 
known to take @ 
whip to the less 
cooperative 
members of a 


Best Brit noise of the moment is 
coming straight outta the dodgy 
bits of North London. After the 
likes of Silverfish and Milk have 
syringed the ears to good effect, 
be pleased to welcome four 
smartly dressed racketeers 
who've just plonked down their 
spiffing debut LP ‘Lido’ on the 
Too Pure label. 

Although sharing some 
superficial similarities with those 
'Fish — fellow patentees of that 
dancefloor casualty classic the 
“Lurch”, and a line-up comprising 
three shy ‘n’ retiring English Boys 
plus one deranged Scottish lassie 
who likes to scream a lot - Th” 
Faith Healers are taking a 
far more skewed glance at this 


Pain Teens audience, and 
repeated listening to her music 
has a similar effect. But the Pain 
Teens do know where to draw the 
line - much of ‘StimFest’ plunders 
a groovy vein of atmospheric 
schlock: more fun than you might 
expect. The cover of the Birthday 
Party's ‘Wild World’ is fine but a 
bit unnecessary; Pain Teens have 
enough bad vibes of their own to 
go round, 


unkempt, clog-footed noisy beast. 
That ‘Lido’ contains a cover of 
Can's 'Mother Sky' confirms this, 
and much of T’FH’s groovesome, 
spooky music sounds like it came 
about largely by accident. 

The record's cool, but as is 
ever the case, check the buggers 
live for the full Faith Healing 
experience. Here, hypnotic drum 
major Joe turns out to be the star 
of the show, every bit as wild as 
Tom and his bottomless bag of 
feedback or Roxanne and her 
hairy invitations to dance. Go grab 
a blast soon. Who knows, you 
might end up getting an invite 
from the Faith Healer inner 
sanctum to join the band’s 
onstage headbanging troupe! 


} ABest eee a, 


As with any ‘new’ band, Slik 
Toxic actually have a few years 
behind them already, plying their 
wares on the Canadian club circuit 
since 1988, The five-piece was ini- 
tially put together by vocalist Nick 
Walsh along with guitarists Ron 
Bruce and Kevin Gale plus, in the 
finest Canadian tradition of Max 
Webster, a fully credited lyricist (he 
even gets his photo in the CD book- 
let) Dave Mercel. A Pye Dubois for 
the hellraiser generation, this is the 
man who wracked his brain to come 
up with the band’s theme ‘Big 
Fukin’ Deal’. 

But despite the streetwise pos- 
ture of the band, the undeniable 
nods in the direction of fellow 
Toronto-nian Sebastian Bach, the 
band’s debut album ‘Doin’ The 
Nasty’ isn’t actually that nasty, 
doing its best to be mean without 
abandoning those mid-paced 
melodies that radio can deal with. 

“There's no need to get too 
nasty,” explains guitarist Kevin 
Gale. “Like, our name’s a contradic- 
tion: the light of Slik and the dark of 
Toxic; our album's the light and our 
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show's the dark. But people keep 
telling us that our live show's much 
better than our record, so maybe 
next time...” 

The album was produced by Paul 
Gross, a name we haven't heard 
since the days of Saga and Lee 
‘Aaron, and was preceded by a four- 
track EP called ‘Smooth And 
Deadly’ which introduced North 
America to Slik Toxic last year. 

“tt was basically a calling card 
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for the album. We didn’t want to get 
the album caught up amongst all 
the big releases late last year, so we 
put out extra tracks that were left 
over from the sessions .”” 

Slik Toxic are currently stunning 
audiences (opening in America for 
Thingy J Malmsteen) with their 
tight, wicked live performances, 
honed to perfection on the 
Canadian circuit. Gale believes that 


some major new contributions to 
‘the world of rock. 

“We were the forerunners of the 
new scene and now there’s some 
more acts coming through; the 
clone bands are fading away. | hate 
that cover tune shit!” 

“The circuit's going to be the 
best in the world at some point — 
you don’t have to pay to play, and 
you're free to play all originals.” 


Canada could be on the verge of Paul Suter 
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OISON IDEA’S JERRY A 
sits on a couch in a 
snazzy London squat 
and, between gobfuls of 
kebab, massages his leg 
with precisely the degree 
of delicacy you'd expect 
of a 350Ib man who dived offstage 
on New Year's Eve and landed 
slap-bang-splat on his kneecap. 

“tt ‘popped’ the ball of my 
knee,” the barmy singer happily 
recalls, “and broke it completely in 
half, and | was just lyin’ there. | 
could hear it pop in my head, | 
could feel it crack.” 

Jerry laughs. Well, you have to. 
Punky but metal-tinged and ultra- 
tight riffbeasts, Poison Idea haven't 
played a gig since the accident. 

In the years leading up to 
Poison idea's formation in 1980, 
Jerry spent his time making 
experimental tapes at home in 
Portland, Oregon, using vacuum 
cleaners, hair-dryers and the ‘busy’ 
signal on the telephone. “It 
sounded really cool,” he explains. 
“In my head it sounded like Tom 


Jones or somethin’, but in reality it 
sounded just like noise,” 

And that was at the age of 
eleven. By the time he reached 15 
he was playing bass in an outfit 
called Smogma (they're still going 
today), and then he met that rare 
thing, a genuine kindred spirit, Tom 
‘Pig Champion’ Roberts - 450 lbs 
of bearded, guitar- 
savagin' rock ‘n' roll 
anarchy on legs — 
with whom he formed 


The Real 
Monsters Of Rock 


Thin and weedy MR SPENCER gets to meet 
legendary hardcore lardies POISON IDEA for a 
heavyweight discussion... 


the same time. Look at Nirvana. 
There's people | know that just 
loathe ‘em, they just hate 'em, and 
there's no good reason — they've 
just turned on 'em like animals.” 

~ The admirably self-assured 
singer last worked two years ago, 
at a metal factory. He left the job 
after a near-miss involving a heavy 


4 & Since my leg’s busted, I 


band that, despite 
: an obRe has was going to help out the 
never whiffed anit: Salvation Army for something to 
Jerry doesn't give i 
a toss. “I've always do, but I never did...I got drunk 
been happy being a 


cult band. Even when 
we played shows 
where we'd end up 
owing money for breaking stuff, 
even then it was fun.” 

Don't you have any yearnings to 
be loved by the masses? 

“| dunno. If you're gonna be 
loved by the masses, you're also 
gonna be hated by the masses at 


and had lotsa lie-ins 59 


load falling off a forklift truck. 

“| could've easily lost my arm, 
and since then my arm has been 
fucked up, so | just quit workin’. But 
| dunno, since we're not touring 
now, and my leg’s busted, I'd just 
like to do something. | was thinking 


about donating my time during the 
winter to the Salvation Army, just 
helping out for something to do, 


and had lotsa liens.” 

The new Poison Idea LP, 
‘Panama Party’, is the culmination 
of all those drunken days and hard 
moshin’ nights of punkomatic 
thrash madness. A suitably 
‘speaker-rattling effort, it brings 
together the choicest cover 
versions Poison Idea have played 
‘over the years. 

Among other delights, the 
tracklist includes explosive 
renditions of the MC5's ‘Kick Out 
The Jams’ and Motérhead's 
‘Motérhead’, which has already won 
“Philthy’ Phil Taylor's approval, 
much to Jerry's delight. 

“Some German magazine was 
playing him all the Motorhead 
covers that ever came out and | 
couldn't understand what he was 
saying but it was like, Wonderbar! 
Jal Jal’ So | guess that means he 
likes it, so that was cool. At least 
he didn't go, ‘I'm gonna sue!” @ 
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L7’s Suzi and 
Jennifer can’t 
live without 
nature, cars and 
friends and, well, 
vibrators and 
intimate body- 
wipes... Mother 
confessor: CHRIS 
MARLOWE 


MOIST 
WIPES 


jennifer: “Being on the road 
for long periods of time without 
washing facilities has led us to 
believe that moist towelettes are 
God. We were hoping for a 
sponsorship this year from Sea 
Breeze Moist Towelettes. Or 
Tucks, which makes a vaginal 
wipe/rectal wipe towelette.”” 

Suzi: “We also like Dickenson’s 
Witch Hazel Towelettes and Wash 
N' Dry.” 

Jennifer: “They're also good for 
wiping down the microphone, if 
the microphone is particularly 
encrusted with beer and spit.” 
Suzi: “And for guitar necks, too!” 


NATURE 
lennifer: “It’s nice to be 
somewhere where there aren't 
90-degree angles. We're very 
outdoorsy. There’s nothing like 
taking off your shoes and 
jumping in a mud puddle!” 

Suzi: “In America, a lot of times 
when we're touring we'll pull 
over and go swimming.” 
Jennifer: “Swimming holes! We 
pull into these small towns and 
ask where the nearest swimmin’ 
hole is, and they get really 
nervous. They're heating up the 
id feathers.” 

ookit, that one even 
has a ring in her nose!’ But 
there’s something about being 
in a band that seems to make it 
alright.” 


ROCK POWER 


RECORDED 

MUSIC 
Jennifer: “A Walkman is a 

necessity on the road, so you can 

just sort of disappear into your 

own world.” 

‘Suzi: “And cut out 

conversations that you don’t 

want to be part of.” 

Jennifer: “Like when the road 

crew is talking about their gas 

problems again.” 

Suzi: “I got some great blues 

cassettes in Norway; they're 

really bizarre.” 

Jennifer: “A couple of 

important songs that are 

crucial to an L7 tour are ‘Six 

Days On The Road’ and ‘Roll On 

Big Mama’. Whenever we're 

feeling a little down, we just 

stick that onto the public 

address system of our vehicle 

and dance in the aisles. We go 

into truck stops and buy those 

trucker-song tape 

compilations.” 


CARS 

Jennifer: “Living in LA, we 
can’t live without our cars. We 
could try; | mean, we probably 
could if we had to.” 
Suzi: “1 miss my car. It’s a 1973 
Cadillac Sedan De Ville, with a 
green interior. It’s like 
Frankenstein colours. It was 
originally like a bad dentist-office 
mint green, but I had it painted 
black. It gets you there in style.” 
Jennifer: “I have a 1970 Chevy 
Chevelle Malibu, with chrome 
accents and headers and air 
shocks and all that boy crap. It’s 
flat black, so it looks like a ‘Road 
Warrior’ vehicle. Even the chrome 
is spray-painted black.” 


Jennifer: “We couldn’ 
without the love of friends. 

Suzi: “The support of friends and 

their love, I would wither away and 

die without. You can call them and 
share things that you can’t 
share with your band-mates. 
You can share your 
excitement, you can complain 
about each other, you can say 
like, ‘Oh, that Jennifer! | have 
‘to room with her and she’s 
such a slob!’” 
Jennifer: “You wouldn't 
believe how many vibrators 
Suzi bought this week!’ Good 
girl friends are important. Or 
boy friends, if you're a boy. 
Suzi: “1 have my two main girl 
friends. My locket has my two 
best friends inside, so they're 
with me wherever I go. That's 
really corny, huh? And then 
there’s the boyfriend.” 
Jennifer: “Boyfriends come 
and go, but girl friends stay.” 
Suzi: “Definitely!” 
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GIVEAWAY! 
al ame | a a 
u've seen the Tribute gig, you saw Axl up there with Elton doing ‘Bohemian Rhapsody’, you winced as David 
Bowie said the Lord’s Prayer. Now you want the real thing all over again. Rock Power is giving its readers the 
chance to have just that. We have 20 Queen luxury boxed sets to dole out to dedicated Queen fans. The ‘Box Of 
Tricks’ is a comprehensive eyeball and ear-drum Queen experience comprising a video, a compilation CD, a 
book plotting a pictorial history of Queen, a poster and - still more! - a T-shirt, plus the essential fan accoutrements 
like badges and patches. It’s a one-way ticket to Queen City. 

The splendour of the Queen Live At The Rainbow ’74 video shows Freddie at his Bohemian best. Many of the favourite 
blasts from the pasts are there, from ‘Now I’m Here’ and ‘Killer Queen’ to ‘Seven Seas Of Rhye’. Then there’s the CD, 
with a selection of 12-inch mixes available on CD for the first time, including ‘I Want To Break Free’, ‘Man On The 
Prowl’, ‘The Show Must Go On’ and all those pump-my-fists-in-the-air classics. 


To win one of these boxed sets , answer the following question... 
@ What was Freddie Mercury’s real name? 


Answers on a postcard marked ‘I was Freddie Mercury’s chest wig’ to (note new address): Rock Power, Greater London 
House, Hampstead Road, London NW1 7QQ. Closing date 30 July. 


ORGET TALES OF ROCK 
‘n' roll outrage. If you 
‘want to grab the head- 
lines, think of a new way 
of presenting your latest 
album, cos in the '90s 
formats are where it's at. 
We've had the two double 
album set release with ‘Use Your 
IMlusion | and I, We've had the 


treme 


Anyone For A Threesome? 


Extreme’s GARY CHERONE confesses that he used to draw pictures of well-endowed women to 
impress his friends and that the band’s new album was written in bathrooms around the world! 
VALERIE POTTER wonders what's happened to the clean-living balladeers who we know and love... 


bed!) to spill the beans on the latest 
opus, ‘Extreme Three Sides To 
Every Story’. Often overshadowed 
by the sleepy eyed charms of the 
Boy Bettencourt, Cherone is a live 
firecracker, loaded with an endear- 
ing grin and a clear, cool voice. 
Apart from providing the lung 
power for the band, he is also 

its main lyricist and 

helps to design the 

visuals for their logos 

and album sleeves. 

He explains, “I was 

one of those kids in 

high school that didn’t 

talk a lot, 


but | gained friends by drawing 
them pictures of either football 
stars or girls with large endowment 
things!” 

Ahem, quite. On to the new 
record... Three months ago, after 
the tour that followed the massive 
success of their second album, 

‘Pornograffitti’, (not to mention 
the chart-topping ballad 
‘More Than 


recording studio with a new 
album's worth of material in their 
pockets. Most bands talk about 
writing new songs while they're on 
the road, but Extreme actually do it! 
“For some bands, it's very hard 
to write on the road, but for us it 
doesn't seem to be a problem,” he 
says. "The secret of our success is 
that we always have to go to the 
bathroom, and that's when we 
write! That seems to 
work for us. Nuno 


and | find strange times to write!” 

So, | ask slyly, given Extreme's 
reputation for cleaniving in mind, 
all the sex, drugs and rock ‘n’ roll 
don't get in the way, then? 

“No, that's part of the writing 

,” he responds without 
missing a beat. “That's called 
research!" 

1-0 to Mr Cherone. 

According to Gary, each side of 
the forthcoming album will have its 
‘own mood and identity: “The first 
part will consist of six songs and 
it's the harder edged stuff, the 
funky stuff, the aggressive stuff. On 

the second side, 
y the themes are 
darker, 


4 & Lyrically, ‘Rest In Peace’ was inspired 
by all the rap and rock people you see putting 
up these peace signs, and it conjures up 
some thought that there’s nothing behind 
it other than the gesture, so the word ‘peace’ 

has lost its meaning 


sadder, sometimes poppier, the 
lighter side of Extreme, but not 
necessarily ‘More Than Words’ or 
‘Hole Hearted’. The thir leis 
probably Extreme being its most 
ambitious and experimental, and 
maybe indulgent, as far as what we 
wanted to do, That's like a three- 
song-in-one, 20-minute section, 
where this orchestra 
slowly comes in 
and pretty 


much takes over by the last part of 
the song. It really is a departure for 
the band, not in songwriting, but 
maybe in the application of how we: 
textured the song.” 

But wait a minute — after 
‘Pornograffitti’ was such a world- 
wide success, no doubt the critical 
‘knives.are being sharpened for its 
successor, and with a 20-minute 
orchestral epic, are you not making 
the knockers’ job a little easier for 
them by, so to speak, painting 

them a day-glo 
bullseye? 


“\ think so,” Gary admits. “The 
same people that put you up have 
got their knives sharpened, 
because now we're a little bit suc- 
cessful and they want to see us 
fail. To tell you the truth, | say 
these words like ‘ambitious’ and 
‘experimental’, because I'm the. 
artist and this is how | feel. Whether 
it comes off that way, | don't know. 

“Basically, all we are is a rock 
band, four people; we write songs; 
we don't take ourselves any more 
seriously than anyone else, We're 
not trying to pull off The Wall’ or 
‘Operation: Mindcrime’; this is just 
Extreme and the first two sides is a 
basic Extreme record, It's got 
highs and lows, serious, funny — 
whatever Extreme is made of, As 
far as the third side, it's something 
that we want to do and | think the 
fans will dig. As for the music 
critics, maybe some will, maybe 
some won't.” 

And the fans that only know of 
Extreme through the acoustic sin- 
gles, ‘More Than Words’ and ‘Hole 
Hearted’? Will they enjoy the new 
album or will it send them scream- 

ing to their bedrooms, to 

replace the Nuno posters 
with pictures of Eric 
Martin? 
“| do think they have 
to get by the first side 
and that might be a 
task, cos there's six 
pretty heavy songs, 
and then, if they 
like the ‘More 


PIC: PETE CRONIN/REPFOTO 


and the ‘Hole Hearted’s, they're 
going to find it on the second side, 

“And, y'know, that’s another 
thing,” he says, breaking off 
suddenly. “I wonder where Extreme 
is. A lot of people know who 
Extreme are, but do they really, or 
do they just know the two guys who 
sing ‘More Than Words’? There's 
four guys in this band, so we're out 
to dismiss that ‘one hit wonder’ 
thing. We feel that we're a band 
who can write songs and, yes, 
even our hard stuff can be played 
on the radio.” 

Certainly, as a band, Extreme 
send out confusing signals. One 
minute, Nuno’s dispensing guitar 
lore between the covers of serious 
specialist mags and the next, 
revealing his favourite kind of toast- 
ed sandwich to Smash Hits. Gary is 
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Here we see Stone Age man camped outside his primitive dwelling. Gary (left) is clearly bemused by our camera 


reluctant to denigrate the success 
that ‘More Than Words’ generated 
for the band, reaching Number One 
in America and Number Two in the 
UK, and resurrecting ‘Pornograffitt’ 
which, to all intents and purposes, 
had stiffed after release. Still he 
has a few things that he wants to 
get off his chest about how that 
unrepresentative ballad has caused 
some people to pigeonhole 
Extreme’s music. 

“For eight months with 
‘Pornograffitti’, nobody wanted to 
hear us, and then ‘More Than 
Words’ hit, and all of a sudden, 
we're this band. We didn’t plan this 
to break on a ballad. As far as we 
were concerned, we put five rock 
tracks out on our first two records, 
but it never bit - though in Europe, 
‘Get The Funk Out’ did. It’s radio. 


Radio have a very non-ballsy 
attitude towards rock ‘n' roll. 

“Eight months into ‘Porno’, we 
were very miserable, because we 
thought it was a very good record 
and it didn’t happen. We said, ‘Okay 
guys, let's just forget about it, let's 
start writing for the third record. 
Maybe our record company won't 


drop us...’ When the record compa- 


ny said they wanted to put ‘More 
Than Words’ out, we all said, ‘It's a 
good song, but it'll never do it.’ 
“Here's another thing that really 
gets me mad when they call us a 
ballad band: to me, ‘More Than 
Words’ was a very obscure ballad 
in the world of all these Heart/Bon 
Jovi power ballads. It simply had a 
guitar and two vocals, but it went 
to Number One on the charts that 
were predominantly rap and dance 


and power ballads, and | think that 
attests to, without sounding bold, 
how good the song was. So people 
who throw us in the ballad band 
category, I'd like to see them write 
‘More Than Words” 

And you don't even mind that 
you are going to have to play that 
song at every show for the rest of 
your life? 

He laughs. “l know — and the 
Rolling Stones gotta play ‘Honky 
Tonk Woman’! That's what happens. 
But we usually do it in the middle of 
a show, and at that point I'm hyper- 
ventilating and the band needs a 
relaxing session, so | welcome it 
live. Though | can see, after maybe 
five or six years of it, not ever 
wanting to do it again.” 


ime to talk about the new 

material, but Gary confesses 

he has a problem with explain- 

ing his songs and suggests, 
“Ill give you some titles and you 
can jump on one that might intrigue 
you, and maybe | can try to explain 
it...maybe not!” 

Feeling like a contestant on a 
Wheel Of Fortune-type game show, 
we start. 

“The first song is called 
‘Warheads’, the second song is 
called ‘Rest In Peace’...” 

Didn't you play ‘Rest In Peace’ 
at your last show at the 
Hammersmith Odeon? 

“Yeah! Okay, we can talk about 
that. It’s actually going to be the 
first single and it's an up-tempo 
rock tune. Lyrically, it was inspired 
by all the rap and rock people you 
see putting up these peace signs, 
and it conjures up some thought 
that there's nothing behind it other 
than the gesture, so the word 
‘peace’ has lost its meaning. It's 
like if you say ‘cow’ a million times, 
what does that mean? It doesn't 
have any meaning, you can't put 
the animal behind it any more, so! 
guess that’s where I'm coming 
from with that song.” 

Okay, more titles! 

“Then we have ‘Politicalamity’, 
‘Colour Me Blind’, ‘Cupid's Dead’ 
and ‘Peacemaker Die’...” 

‘Cupid's Dead’? 

“That's probably the lightest of 
the side, although musically it's 
kind of where ‘Pornograffitti’ leaves 
off. It’s the funkiest, fastest tune; 
the band really plays. Lyrically, it's 
about a bitter-sweet ending of a 
romance, that probably everybody 
can relate to. It's like...picture you 
picking up your newspaper and the 
headline reads ‘Cupid's Dead’ — 


your romance has died. 

“The second side is ‘Seven 
Sundays’, ‘Tragic Comic’, ‘Stop The 
World’...” 

What's that one about? 

“i'm sure you've been on a train 
where you had to go through a bad 
section of town to get home, and 
‘Stop The World’’s about that: every 
stop is bad and you're still looking 
for your home, or the safe place. 
It’s ‘Stop the world, please!’, 
because there ain't no safe place. 
Pretty depressing! But there is 
some lighter sides to the record...” 

Well, give us a more chuckle- 
worthy one, then. 

“Okay, there's a song called 
‘Tragic Comic’ which is a fun ditty. 
Coincidentally, ‘Rest In Peace’ is 
probably going to be the first sin- 
gle, ‘Stop The World’ the second, 
and ‘Tragic Comic’ and ‘Cupid’ — if 
they let us! — will be the third and 
fourth. ‘Tragic Comic’ is about a 
guy and a girl on their first date, 
and how the guy usually tries to 
keep his cool and play the smooth 
guy and trips over his own shoes 
or splits his pants! Just being a 
helpless romantic and a hapless 
romantic — and it's a little bit autobi- 
ographical, The real men are the 
ones who admit their flaws." 

With ‘Three Sides’ two weeks, 
away from completion and 
scheduled for release in 
September, are the band feeling 


4 4 We’re most happy when we’re 


together, working and fighting and just 
being normal kids from Boston. We don’t 
feel like we're different; we’re doing the 
same thing, but to bigger audiences and in 


different parts of the world 5 5 


nervous about its chances? 

“No, we're very impatient, cos - 
this might sound cocky — we know 
we got the goods and we're waiting 
to smack ‘em in the face with this 
record, It's not an aggressive thing, 
we're very confident Though this is 
our third record, to the world it’s 
really our sophomore and all eyes 
are going to be on it, so we're 
eager to read the reviews. But then 
again, | only read the good ones!" 


s Gary says, Extreme's self- 
titled debut has been virtually 
overlooked in the hullabaloo 
that enveloped 


‘Pornograffitti’. Even the band them- 


selves only included a reworked 
‘Mutha (Don't Wanna Go To School 
Today) in their last British shows 
Yet, despite being somewhat 
under-produced, the record con 
tains too many excellent songs to 
be totally ignored. 


“There's a bad taste in our 
mouth with the first record,” admits 
Gary, “though | do like the songs 
and it reminds me of a good time 
when we wrote ‘em. But when we 
recorded that and we did our first 
tour, maybe we had this thought 
that we were going to be this 
double platinum band. 

“When it came out and we had 
limited touring, that part of the 
band's career wasn't the best, so it 
shows. When ‘Porno’ came out we 
didn’t want to do anything from it, 
but in time I'd like to do a couple of 
songs, like ‘Teacher's Pet’ and 
‘Smoke Signals’, because the bad 
taste has finally left us.” 

Extreme will return to the UK in 
July, occupying the special guest 
slot on shows with Bryan Adams, 
who, ironically, fended ‘More Than 
Words' off the top of the British 
charts with (Everything | Do) | Do It 
For You’. ("We're planning an 


assassination!” Gary chuckles.) 

The shows will be taking place a 
mere 14 months after Extreme 
made their British debut at The 
Marquee. Since then, their fortunes 
have undergone a complete trans- 
formation — but how has it affected 
the band? 

“The biggest change...| hope 
you take this the right way!” Gary 
intones solemnly, “The biggest 
change would be when we go 
home for dinner with our family, we 
get the best portion of food - and 
we do abuse that privilege! So call 
me a conceited rock star! 

“Seriously, | don't know. 
Sometimes | think we're right in the 
eye of the tornado so we haven't 
had time to sit back and go, ‘Wow! 
or let it go to our heads. We're just 
continuing working; we're too tired 
to play the rock star — though we 
wouldn't anyways, cos we're really 
not that way. 

“We're most happy when we're 
together, and working, and fighting, 
and just being normal kids from 
Boston. Cos we don't feel like we're 
any different; we're doing the same 
thing, but to bigger audiences and 
in different parts of the world. It's 
really funny, but we still go out 
there going, ‘Okay, no one knows 
us, we gotta prove ourselves.’ 
Sometimes we try too hard and | 
end up falling off the stage. But 
that's how itis.” @ 


Nuno: “It’s me! Hey, point the camera at me! He might have done the interview but my sulky, pouting look’s better than his!” 
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With their third album ‘Whipped’, the kittens 
seem to have grown claws. Eight out of ten cats 
who expressed a preference, prefer to tell CHRIS 


MARLOWE all about i 


|ASTER PUSSYCAT HAVE 
jjust completed their third 
album, and there's a few 
things they'd like their fans 
to know about it. Vocalist 
Taime Downe puts his feet 
up on the table, adjusts his 
backwards baseball cap, and 
drawls, “None of us actually played 
on the album, It's all studio 
musicians. And there's lots of 
ballads, because we want to be 
huge. We just want commercial 
success.” 

Picking up on the prevailing 
sarcastic mood, guitarist Brent 
Muscat adds, “And we've hidden 
five keys to five different cars in 
there.” 


Guitarist and keyboard player 
Greg Steele contributes, “lf you buy 
as many as you can, you just might 
get that key and win a car.” “And in 
cone of them we hid $25,000, too,” 
Brent says. Taime concludes, “We. 
want you to tell your friends.” 

Admittedly, it’s difficult to be too 
serious when there's palm trees 
and golden sunshine outside and 
you're stuck in a music listening 
room, even if you are in Beverly 
Hills. However, making a quick stab 
at it, their new album's called 
‘Whipped, is the vinyl debut of new 
drummer Bret Bradshaw, and they 
feel that not only is it more diverse 
than their previous albums, but now 
(apart from a couple of outright 
party songs) they're trying to say 
something. 

“When | was writing lyrics,” 
says Taime, “it was more angry 
because there was so much shit 
going on. When we were 
doing the first album, 
everything was fun. Our 
band was 
together 


Cat Rap 


for ten months, we had a record 
deal, we got to go in the studio.” “It 
was a party,” nods Brent. “The first 
‘album was just like a party.” 

“Everything was happening,” 
continues Taime. “Then we put out 
the record and we had to deal with 
all the bullshit, and not getting the 
tours that you want, and not getting 
the airplay that you think you 
deserve or whatever. Because you 
get all these expectations, and then 
you realise that 
getting signed is the 
fucking easiest part 9 9 
of the record 
business, Putting out 
the record and 
making it do well is 
the hard part. And 
you just get 
irritated.” 

Brent adds, 
“We're still pissed 
off, but this time 
around we got to be able to show 
some of our humour again. So now 
we've got both elements.” 

Brent offers, “I think ‘Out With A 
Bang’ has a lot of anger in it.” 
Taime agrees, “Yeah, that’s about 
just being able to do what you 
want. | want to do what | want 
to do, and | don't want 
anybody telling me what 
the fuck to do. When | 
die, | want to make 
sure that | made 
some noise, 


that | made people know that | 
fucking was around. And that’s 
pretty much what we got to do with 
this band. We've always called the 
shots in what we could.” 


his uncompromising stance 
mixed with streetwise 
humour is what set Faster 
Pussycat apart from the 
prevalent LA scene when 
their debut album appeared six 


I don’t want anybody 


telling me what to do. When I die, 
I want to make sure that I made 
some noise, that I made people 

know I was around 


years ago, and the band are 
obviously pleased to have been 
able to recapture it for ‘Whipped! 

Including a track called ‘Cat 
Bashing’ consisting of phone 
messages slagging them off, the 
poppy ‘Big Dictionary’ and ‘Loose 
Booty’, which Taime views as, “Kind 
of like ‘Babylon II,” it might even lay 
to rest the ghosts of their early 
glam incarnation. 

“We went through phases, sure, 
where we've done that,” shrugs 
Taime. “And you never know, you 
might see us out on the road again 
this year, totally in drag. Who 
knows? We're going to do a lot of 
weird shit on this upcoming tour.” 

Touring is something the band 
spend a fair amount of time doing. 
It's been about two years since the 
‘Wake Me When It's Over’ album, 
which appeared nearly two years 
after Pussycat’s eponymous debut. 
Greg laughs, “After the second 
album, we said, ‘We're never taking 
this long again.’ And this album has 
taken even longer! But the last 
album, | mean, we couldn't really 
write on the road. We wrote a little 
bit on the road, but we were 
dealing with drummer problems.” 


(Left) Taime tries to escape from the page on his imaginary flying carpet, which he knows simply as Rupert; (above) “'Ere, ‘oo you lookin’ at?” 


Brent adds, “When we write a 
song it’s more real. We probably 
could have gone and done those 

mula songs and put an album 
out a year ago. We maybe even 

ould have gone platinum if we 
rote those corny-ass songs.” 

‘But we couldn't live with it,” 

“Even some of the 
that | like,” Brent continues, 
en to a song and go, ‘That's 

, then I'll get the CD and I'll 
look at some of the lyrics, and it 


doesn't say nothing. That just 
depresses me. And they're like 
double or triple platinum. I'm really 
biased, you know, as far as our 
lyrics. I'l even tell Taime, ‘Taime, 
those lyrics suck’ or whatever. But | 
look at our album now, and | just 
g0, ‘Every lyric is great.” 

Thank you,” Taime responds, 
albeit with an enigmatic smile and a 
raised eyebrow. He’s much more 
forthcoming on the subject of 
ballads, growling, “There's too 


many ballads. We don't want to be 
another ballad band. We have slow 
songs...slow tempo songs, but 
they're not really ballads.” 

This is an ironic statement 
since Faster Pussycat had no little 
success with a ballad of their own. 

Brent says, “With the last 
album, we had that big hit ‘House 
Of Pain’. A lot of bands try to write 
ballads, but that just happened for 
us. So on this album we didn't like 
try to write a hit ballad. And on this 


album we've got a lot of good 
songs, but we don't have, like, That 
Ballad, if you know what | mean... 
Well, not really. He continues, 

You can see bands that are just 
too formula. | even think that we 
have our own formula, but it’s the 
Pussycat formula and it’s like our 
formula is no formula. We try 
anything, and whatever works for 
us is us. One day, who knows, we 
could put some weird jazz song on 
our album.” @ 


ROCK POWER 23 


(Above) That early, crazy, drug snortin’ line-up in full; (Bottom left) New 


guys, mellower attitu 


S$, sun tans, less Bolivian marching powder; 


(Bottom right) Dave ‘Junior’ in full-flight - live 


couple of cars and four vans - Gar 
almost Killed us, driving off the 
road at about 85 miles an hour in 
‘the pouring rain.” 


m6 
Signing to Capitol 
Records 

“The manager we had at the time 
took Dave to meet some people at 
Capitol - the total schmooze, 
champagne for everybody. Things 
came together pretty quickly — 
there was a bidding war which was 
flattering for us. ‘Peace Sells’ had 
already been recorded, we 
recorded it for Combat Records. 
but the record labels started 
chasin’ us and we had an album in 
the can! 

Everything came out cool with 
that record. The title song was a 
teal breakthrough that totally set us 
off. The lyrics were different, every- 
day, you'n'me, something-to-say 
stuff.” 4 
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The band fighting on the 
‘Peace Sells’ tour 

“Dave spitting at Gar; Gar throwing 
drum sticks at Dave. Gar being 
exited from the band. Pretty much 
in that order. It was long in coming, 
all through the ‘Peace Sells’ tour. 
But we did a lot of big clubs, went 
to Japan. ? 

Then we went out with Alice 
Cooper, which was a total 
nightmare for the first week. We 
‘Stepped on to the arena stages for 
the first time and these Alice 
Jooper fans didn’t necessarily 
xnow our band. The Alice fans from 
the '60s and '70s didn't have a 


Clue! Japan was a total mindblower 
—from the stage all you can see is 
a sea of metallers with black hair.” 


a8 
Doing ‘Anarchy In The 
UK’ with the 
Pistols’ Steve 
Jones 
“Once Gar and Chris had 
gone we got Jeff Young 
(guitar) and Chuck Beehler 
(drums) in. Steve Jones 
(Sex Pistols guitarist) 
playing on ‘Anarchy’ was 
cool. We were going to do 
the song ‘Problems’, but we 
ended up doin’ ‘Anarchy’ The 
producer, Paul Lani knew 
Steve Jones a little — y'know, 
I'd seen him rounds the clubs 
hitting on these sleazy 
Hollywood chicks — so we were 
kind of acquainted, 
So he rides his Harley into 
the studio, cracks open his 
guitar case. Doesn't even tune 
the thing up, just plays. So we 
Kind of buried some of the out- 
oftune parts he did deep in the 
mix, We just did it cos it was a 
Pistols song; Steve came in and 
played on it and now Johnny 
Rotten hates it! Sonuvabitch!” 


pic: NIGEL SKEET/REPFOTO 
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Playing Donington 
“| don't think ever since there's 
been a Donington as cool as that 
line-up (Maiden, Kiss, David Lee 
Roth, 'Deth). The biggest 
attendance, totally out of control. | 
remember watchin’ Guns N'Roses 
get pelted with trash from the side 
of the stage — it was crazy.” 
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Detox 

“After we kicked Jeff out the band 
for trying to run the band, we had 
to let Chuck go. He didn't want to 
clean up, but Dave and | had 
reached a point where the guitars 
just didn’t come out of the closet 
any more, because we always had 
drug paraphernalia in our hands, 

It was just down to Dave and | - 
we already had Nick (Menza, 
drums) in, sitting around waiting at 
rehearsal for me and Dave to 
show, tt took a few months to get 
that vibe going, but getting ‘Rust In 
Peace’ done was a big step. Also 
getting Marty (Friedman, guitar), 
There was so much shit going 
down we didn't know if we could 
pull it off. We were still in rehab; | 
was pretty clean but Dave was 
having a hard time, Once we'd got 
on tour we had a totally new vibe.” 


wil 

Clash Of The Titans 

“| think the US one was an even 
bigger deal than in Europe, No US 
tours were surviving, 


ticket sales were down for most 
bands, but that tour was a real 
success. Dallas, Texas, the 
opening show: | remember there 
were kids setting their shirts on fire 
then running around in a circle, 
waving their shirts around, 

The crowds were completely 
nuts; picture a tota-metal club gig 
and multiply it by 20. It was total 
fervoured excitement — plus it was 
the summer and that’s total 
‘school's out, let's party’ time.” 
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‘Countdown To 
Extinction’ 

“Not so much one thing in 
particular, just the whole process. 
of making the record, There were 
No compromises; we were 
painstaking about everything that 
went on that album. There isn't one 
note or lyric that hasn't been 
double-checked. We wanted that 
record to be as perfect as possible 
— just the attitude and the 
calmness we found doing that is an 
event.” @ 


Helmet are the sound of oppressive 
New York. PHIL WILDING listens in... 


REMEMBER TAKING. 
our first demo to an 
A&R guy | knew at 
Atlantic around three 
years ago, just for 
some feedback, and 
he loved it. He said it 
rocked like crazy, then he said, ‘But 
what is it?” The metal department 
there didn't relate to it, they said it 
wasn't commercial enough and 
they wouldn't sign the band. Now 
it's 1992 and we're sitting with the 
same people and they're going, 
‘We'll give you a million dollars for 
three records...what can we give 
you? We want the band,” 

Helmet guitarist/vocalist Page 
Hamilton shrugs off the perversity 
of the situation. Helmet’s second 
album, ‘Meantime’, their first for 
Interscope, is real guitar music 
traced with a hostility that borders 
on the unnerving. Guitarist Peter 
Mengede (bassist Henry Bogdan 
and drummer John Stanier make up 
the rest of the band) describes it 
as minimal but bombastic. Page 
wants it to grab you by the 
shoulders and shake you. 

That Helmet reputedly netted a 
million dollars-plus deal for three 
records flusters Mengede. He side- 
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steps the question, finally quotes 
the New York Lottery blurb, ‘All you 
need is a dollar and a dream. 
Anyone can be worth a million 
dollars,’ then quietly laughs it off. 
Hamilton has no such qualms. 

“if a label wants a band then 
they should be willing to support 
them. That's all the deal means to 
us, | don't feel that we're not 
deserving at all, 

“It's time for something new and 
interesting to come down the line 
instead of something that's 
packaged, processed and wrapped 
in lycra. We're not about that MTV 
image; if somebody goes out and 
starts dressing like Helmet then 
they're going to be boring nerds 
like we are. You have to get a T- 
shirt that makes you look 12 years 
old, and a crewcut...pretty much 
look like a geek. 

“Maybe younger people are 
more inquisitive people who don't 
want packages, Unfortunately, | 
think there's going to be this whole 
movement now based around 
heavy guitar rock and every band’s 
going to be lumped in with that.” 

He lets out a prolonged sigh. 
“But it's still a positive thing. I'd 
much rather see a Nirvana or 


Swervedriver video than anything 
by Poison or Warrant. Those kind 
of bands are complete products of 
a music industry gone hog-wild 
financially. People who don't want 
to be musicians — they want to be 
rock stars. You should let your gut 
and soul inspire you.” 

Helmet moved to New York 
specifically to make music. 

“You do experience a level of 
tension there that I've never 
experienced anywhere else,” says 
Hamilton. “It's very exhausting living 


z= 4 T’d much rather see a Nirvana or 


‘mail truck in New York in rush hour 
traffic. | guess we're all a little 
intense. Anyway, this is the Page 
Hamilton Experience. They are 
simply puppets. No, | spend a lot of 
my time writing the songs, but we 
all have a common goal. 
Admittedly, | am a bit of a control 
freak, but | would not play this 
music with three different guys.” 
Helmet's vision goes beyond the 
accepted confines of most rock 
bands. Hamilton is far more 
intrigued by the idea of mortality 


Swervedriver video than anything by Poison 
or Warrant. Those kind of bands are 
complete products of a music industry gone 


hog-wild financially LL 
me ea i 
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there, but there's no denying that 


New York has been a great 
influence on the four of us.” 


lengede describes Page 
laughingly as “a conductor, 
a fascist.” Hamilton grins 
when | tell him this, 
“He probably remembers the 
time | slammed him up against a 


than any MTV darling. 

“We have a short time here,” he 
says, “but we all seem to be 
oblivious of our impending deaths. 
I'm fascinated by that: it puts you in 
your place. You can't get too 
important because you are going 
to die just like a bum on the street 
is going to die. Just how significant 
is anything realh 
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: ~ Cro-Mags: “Heeeuggh!” 


MALEVOLENT 
CREATION 

‘Retribution’ 

(Roadrunner) 

Second album in, Malevolent 
Creation are still playing death along 
well established lines. Professionally 
executed with the odd slice of 
innovation, it's forceful, big-time 
material. ‘Eve Of The Apocalypse’, 
‘Monster’, ‘The Coldest Survive’ and 
the catchy ‘Iced’ are all worthy of 
special mention. Yet once the 
listener latches on to their 
structured patterns and the well 
prescribed-lines the band works to, 
it becomes a mite predictable. For 
the most part, though, Malevolent 
Creation carry off what they do with 
aplomb, at their most accessible 
coming on like early Testament. 
eee, 


AT THE GATES 

‘The Red In The Sky Is Ours’ 
(Peaceville) 

The insanely titled At The Gates 
produce okay Scandinavian death, 
with a decided Gothic feel to it. The 
songs are simple enough, taking no 
chances, slow and determined, 
dealing not so much in riffs as in 
cloying lead lines. Rarely do both 
guitarists really let rip (‘Through 
Gardens Of Grief, ‘Within’); At The 
Gates are far more interested in 
concocting a mood rather than 
blasting the listener. Their 
influences seem to be very much in 
the European sphere of things 
(Celtic Frost, Mercyful Fate, Sabbat) 
and although they have the ability to 
produce thoughtful and well worked 
material, At The Edge have to learn 
how to marshal their musical forces, 
as the self-indulgent ‘Claws Of 
Laughter Dead’ and the decidedly 
dodgy ‘Neverwhere’ illustrate. A 
Promising opening, though. 


CONVULSE 
‘World Without God’ 
(Thrash Records) 

‘World Without God’ is 
death metal from Finland, 
and it needs to be worked 
on. Blessed with a 
surprisingly good 
production, Convulse 
produce simple, highly 
derivative stuff that strains 
for high drama and 
staggers away with a 
severe case of amateur 
dramatics. At best simple 
and unassuming, at worst 
unbalanced and 
uncontrolled, most of the 
material is simple hard 
grind, no quarter given or 
taken, with absolutely no idea of 
melody or even slight imagination. 
‘Incantation Of Restoration’ staggers 
all over the place, ‘False Religion’ is 
Crap but at least has a hook, 
‘Resuscitation Of Evilness’ borders 
on the amateurish, though ‘Infernal 
End’ makes a stab at a half decent 
chorus. The acoustic intro to the 
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final track ‘Power Struggle Of Belief’ 
is the best thing on the album, 
which says it all. 
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AGATHOCLES 

‘Theatric Symbolisation Of Life’ 
(Cyber Music) 

Death from Holland. Ten seconds 
into opening track ‘Lack Of 
Personality, it's obvious that 
Agathocles need a better drummer, 
or a drummer with a better idea of 
what he wants to do. The poor sod 
just about keeps it all together 
through such gems as ‘Splattered 
Brains’, ‘Mutilated Regurgitator’, 
‘Gorgonised Dorks’ and the 
endearing ‘Threshold To Senility’ 
which may, or may not, be 
dedicated to the producer. Simple 
stuff (solely down to severe lack of 
technical ability), which hops from 
the very fast to the extremely slow: 
a predictable and hopelessly 


inadequate format to take the band 
through the 29 tracks on this 
album. Unfortunately Agathocles 
appear to have regurgitated the 
same song 29 times, and in a mad 
bid to spice matters up include 
three spoken (socially right on) 


poems. Doesn't work. 
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SENTENCED 

“Shadows of Past’ 

(Thrash Records) 

Death from Finland, and not too bad 
at all. Quite well structured, rather 
good technically, with a trenchant 
doom/Goth icing. With by-the-book 
death grunts courtesy of one Miika 
Tenkula, it seems that, as with all 
Finnish bands, Sentenced are 
heavily influenced by the US 
approactito death, favouring late 
Slayer especially. Not afraid of 
lengthy material they have the 
imagination to keep the listener 
interested, and thankfully know a 
good riff when they hear one. In this 
day and age it’s refreshing to find 
tracks revolving around a mere 
three or four strong 
refrains, as on ‘Rotting 
Ways To Misery’ and final 
number ‘Under The Suffer’. 
With a fine sense of 
structuring and balance, 
the band have obviously 
done their homework 
before setting riff to 
acetate. Next time a bit 
more originality, please. 
eee 


MEGA 
SLAUGHTER 
‘Calls From The Beyond’ 
(Thrash Records) 

Mega Slaughter are yet another plus 
for the Swedish death scene. This 
free-flowing debut has eight tracks 
of grooveridden death, from opener 
‘Blood Runs Free’ to final entry 
‘Bloodshed’. This time the choruses 
are there to be listened to, usually 
sticking in the head like an errant 
pick-axe. On occasions the material 
does over-stretch itself, as on ‘False 
Paradise’ and the somewhat 
patchy ‘Into The Decay’, and 
while Mega Slaughter build 
their material superbly well, 
layering effortlessly, the killer 
punch is sometimes missing. 
Sometimes far more thrash 
orientated than death, except 
for final track ‘Bloodshed’ 
which is 100 per cent grind, 
Mega Slaughter have shown 
themselves to be more than 
able song-smiths. At times 
almost pure punishment. 
eee 


COMPILATION 
‘Discharged’ 

(Tombstone Records) 

‘Discharged’ is dedicated to the old 
punk and hardcore days, bringing 
back memories of barked vocals, 
spit, spiked hair, and crap tattoos. 
Most of these 16 tracks (from nine 
bands) last little over a minute. 
Extreme Noise Terror offer ‘No TV 
Sketch’, ‘Religion Instigates’ and 
‘They Declare It’ - great songs, 
simple sentiments, virulent musical 
brutality: endearingly accessible 
three-chord wonders. Concrete Sox 
never got the credit they deserved. 
Here offering ‘Death Dealers’ and ‘Is 
This To Be’, it's powerful, intelligent 
punk/metal just a little below the 
mighty likes of Discharge and GBH. 
Good solos, scratchy riffs and 
plenty of muscle. Barely discordant 
white noise. Disaster are next up, 
yet ‘Mania For Conquest falls a little 
short of the high starting mark, 
weak vocals and a dodgy 
production not helping. Excrement 
Of War bring matters to a real 
hardcore edge with ‘Tomorrow 
Belongs To Us’, while Raw Noise 
belie their monicker with a decidedly 
punk based, pure hardcore vocals. 
Running through ‘A Look At 
Tomorrow’ and ‘Always Restrictions’ 
it's healthy stuff. Nausea are next 
with ‘Hear Nothing, See Nothing’, 
and it’s sub-Pistols riffs and 
hardcore barks from hell. JDJ, with 
‘Doomsday’ and ‘Why’, are even 
harder, more brutal, yet somehow 
less focused. SCAYP, with Two 
Monstrous Nuclear Stockpiles’ and 
‘Free Speech For The Dumb’, come 
across like a maladjusted Gang 
Green with outrageously ad hoc 
material. FUDL, armed with ‘Does 
The System Werk’ and ‘Ain't No 
Feeble Bastard’ end the affair on a 
low note. Pure \i0ise bludgeon, with 
vocals like sanc paper being pulled 
across metal, tieir guitars are an 
irritating drone suried beneath a 
bass that souncs like a cement 
mixer. For fans only. 
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i) of riding 
It'S the SB4S0M exes 
around New York City and I'm told 
Cro-Mag vocalist John Joseph is 
training it up to the tune of 15 
miles a day. Newly awakened from 
his pit for this interview, the still 
sleepy frontman can be forgiven for 
not firing on all six cylinders, but 
the band he fronts is another 
matter. Newly signed to 
Germany's, Century Media, Cro- 
Mags have recently released a 
brand new record ‘Alpha-Omega’. 
It's a superb amalgam of punk, 
thrash, hardcore and melodic metal 
maelstrom that puts Cro-Mags up 
there at the forefront of the 
hardcore-orientated, metal-based 
wave of bands (COC, Agnostic 
Front, Henry Rollins...) who are 
currently making the headlines in 
"92. Nice timing. 

“Yeah, well, me and Harley 
(Flanagan, bassist, nutter and 
founder member) deliberately tried 
to write more melodic stuff. I'm real 
happy with my voice; I've been 
taking lessons, I've stopped 
smoking and | can handle that shit 
now. But even though ‘Alpha’ is 
more mainstream, it's still hard and 
in your face. We ain't gonna start 
sounding like Bon Jovi and shit!” 

Joseph was in the band for the 
first album, absent (possibly 
without leave) for the second and 
now four years on he's back to find 


Raven To Go 


Back, and steaming straight into the 
hardcore scheme of things, Thrash Power 
had a quick natter with JOHN JOSEPH about 
the resurgence of the Cro-Mags... 


that only the indomitable Harley 
and guitarist Doug Holland remain 
from the original line-up. 

“Harley really hadn't changed 
that much. He's my bro, but the 
guy is very headstrong; we both do 
different things but we try to look 
towards our similarities now rather 
than our differences.” 

That ‘Alpha-Omega’ was even 
made in the first place is down to 
the 1991 make-or-break European 
tour when Cro-Mags began to 
breathe again. 

“Damn right!” booms John “We 
always knew that there was an 


audience out there; that’s why the 
last European tour was so crucial. 
A lot came out of curiosity to see 
who was still in the band, but the 
fact remains we were packing 
clubs and we didn’t even have a 
record out. That tour convinced us 
that Cro-Mags weren't dead. That 
we had a future — and of course we 
got a deal.” 

Century Media is known largely 
as a death label. Cro-Mags, a 
definite left-field signing, are going 
to change all that. 

“| hate death metal music,” says 
John. “It just rubs me the 


wrong way. The guys who run the 
label are nice people, but there is 
no way | would tour with no friggin’ 
death metal band, and | hope they 
realise that. It just sounds like an 
industrial toilet being flushed. But | 
know good things will happen. 
Everything is there for a reason, 
there is no such thing as mere 
chance. The hard times, the 
austerity that this band has 
suffered, has got us to where we're 
at. Given us the sort of character 
that not too many bands playing 
today even have an inkling of.” @ 


DAY 

ONE 

7 May 1992 
Manchester 
International 1 

We thought the best way to prepare 
for the start of the UK leg of our 
European tour would be to set 
ourselves up for a week of rest and 
recreation in London's famous 
Columbia Hotel. There we escaped 
the attentions of the record company 
and drank ourselves insensible whilst 
inhaling a great amount of weed. I'd 
just like to say thanks to the 
understanding bar staff and a big 
apology to the cleaners. 

As we stepped off the coach on 
arriving in Manchester for the first 
date, we were met by an army of 
dope fiends who all demanded that 
we smoke a variety of enormous 
joints. We obliged and were quickly in 
a very mellow frame of mind, which 
‘was just as well, because upon 
arriving at the venue we were offered 
the kind of nutrition which looked like 
someone had simply chucked th 
breakfast up on a plate. Compliments 
to the culinary staff at Manchester's 
International |. How can you English 
eat this stuff? (We don’t - Ed.) 

That afternoon we met up with 
the bands accompanying Obituary 
on the tour: UK’s Napalm Death and 


Sweden's, Dismember. We 
got on immediately, being 
big fans of one another's 
work, After the obligatory 

and very boring 

soundcheck we were 
ordered to do an in-store somewhere 
in the city centre. An hour’s hunt for 
the place revealed we were 
hopelessly lost and it never 
happened. To anyone who turned up, 
our apologies. 

The day redeemed itself at show 
time; within minutes of 
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Here, for your visual delectation, the 
personal tour diary of Obituary’s very own 
bassist, Frank Watkins. Enter the world of 
Obituary as they pummel the UK’s roads, 

smoking dodgy cigarettes as they go... 


Obituary hitting the 
stage, the International | 
looked like some kind of 
primordial swamp. There 
were bodies flying and 
sweat dripping, the 800- 
plus crowd were totally 
killer and the sound was 
excellent, courtesy of 
‘Shirt’ our sound man, 
who demanded a 
namecheck. After 45 
minutes of the ‘Florida 
Metal Machine’ we came 
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off, rushed back to the tour bus for 
our late night dose of weed and 
moved on to the next show. The big 
one. 


DAY TWO 

8 May 1992 
London Astoria 
The first thing the band did of any 
note was assemble at an in-store 
signing at one o’clock at Tower 
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Records, where 600 fans tumed up. 
The record store couldn't believe the 
turn-out, and neither could we. That 
was something else. 

‘The whole band was already 
excited about playing The Astoria and 
when we learnt that it was a 1,200 
sell-out, Trevor had a serious attack 
of nerves. The show was completely 
and utterly wild, and as we hoped the 
London crowd took Obituary to their 
hearts. It was a great sight and on 
behalf of the band I'd like to say 
thanks to each and every member of 
the audience that night. 
Unfortunately we had a little trouble 
about playing over our allotted time, 
as a certain individual (who shall be 
nameless) decided that the show was 
over after 45 minutes and turned on 
the house lights. But Trevor wasn’t 
having any of it and went back 
onstage to finish the job with ‘Slowly 
We Rot’. The management went. 
fucking crazy, but Obituary would just 
like to say ‘FUCK YOU’ because we 


weren't going to disappoint our fans. 
No way. 


DAY THREE 

9 May 1992 
Bradford Queen’s 
Hall 

Man, | have to say it’s fucking cold in 
the UK. | wake up at 10.30 in the 
morning and my arse is freezing. 
When does your summer start? 


(About 26 July and it lasts for 
two days ~ Ed.) 

On a brighter note, our 
manager Debbie Abono is really 
pleased with how well the tour is 
going, crowds and 
merchandising, etcetera, but 
then we discover that the tour 
bus has broken down. We all have 
to leave while it's being fixed and 
try to amuse ourselves in 
Bradford by eating, playing pool 
and ogling a big titted barmaid 
who wouldn’t tell us her name in 


one of your great pubs. 
Returning some hours later to 
the bus, now in full working order, 
we all showered, smoked a hell of a 
Jot of weed, and took it in turns to 
ignore ‘Big Daddy’ who had lost his 
false teeth somewhere in Bradford. 
We went on second that night which 
meant everyone had a chance to 


catch some well needed sleep, 
except me. Instead | stayed up with 
Mitch Dickinson, Napalm’s sound- 


man, Shane and Jesse, and partied to 
The Temptations until five in the 
morning. It’s a hard life. 


DAY FOUR 

10 May 1992 
Birmingham 
Institute 

Woke up at 12 o'clock with a 
hangover from hell, which I shared 
with Shane from Napalm. Matters 


hadn't been helped by 
the fact that the tour 
bus had buzzed all 
night to the famous 
Obituary ass orchestra, 
and boy did it stink, 

First off | got my 
daily dose of Fort 
Lauderdale hardcore 
gods Pitbully (stars of 
the future), then after 
cleaning up | ate some 
disgusting things 
called kebabs for 
breakfast. I can't 
believe it but the guys 
in Dismember eat over 
five a day. Fucking 
crazy. 

As it was Mother's 
Day, we all phoned 
home - not exactly 
death, but it had to be 
done. The show that 
night was a real 
stormer but spoilt by 
ignorant security. That 
really pissed us off and 
my condolences to 
anyone who might have been hurt. To 
the security, my best two-fingered 
salute. Also there was no fucking 
rider, mean bastards. It didn't stop 
us partying with Dismember until the 
early hours of the morning. 

The final problem of the night was 
finding out some idiot had parked 
their car in front of one of the tour 
buses. Twelve of us picked it up and 
moved it. The owner wasn’t best 


pleased but luckily Napalm's road 
manager dealt with it all. 


DAY FIVE 

11 May 1992 
Nottingham Rock 
City 
Nottingham is the last date on the UK 
tour and various members of Napalm 
and Obituary descend on Earache 
Records to blag as many CDs as 
possible, We then visit the nearest 
pub where various things are 
discussed, from my farting merits to 
the superb acting abilities of one 
Tracii Lord. 

It seems that MTV are down 
filming tonight's gig for future 
broadcast, but only a couple of hours 
before we're due to go on, John has 
to pull out with a throat infection. 
Luckily Barney from Napalm steps in 
to save the day and Donald helps out 
on a few numbers. It was a really 
terrible way to end the UK leg of the 
tour, but a big thank you to the 
Nottingham crowd who took it really 
well and supported us. Next time we 
come back to Nottingham | promise 
we'll make up for it. 

Time to sign off now. I'd just like 
to take time out to say a big thank 
you to our road crew, especially Brian 
‘Big Daddy’ and Scott ‘Porno’ 
Porterfield. Road dogs to the bone, 
working a 13-hour day, Obituary 
thank you. Next it’s mainland Europe, 
as the band attempt to play 12 
countries in one month, and none of 
them speak English. C.YA. @ 


ENTOMBED 

The Warehouse, Brooklyn NY 
Entombed might very well be the 
world's best death metal band. As 
the unfortunate concept of noise- 
over-quality within the genre 
continues to thrive, Entombed still 
rely on their perfect combination of 
topnotch songwriting 
skills/musicianship and pure, gut- 
wrenching power. It has become 
increasingly difficult to find those 
bands who have a true grasp of 
what death metal is all about ~ 
those bands that are truly great. 
Thankfully, there's Entombed. 

The reason Entombed are such 
an intense live act is a reflection of 
why their albums are so terrific, It 
goes back to that awesome 
combination of precision and 
power, Live, Entombed pull no 
punches in unleashing a viciously 
heavy assault on their audience, 
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never letting a quick tempo change 
or rhythm shift destroy their 
tightness, held together beautifully 
by heavy-asuck guitarists Alex 
Hellid and Uffe Cederlund. 

For Entombed, this American 
tour marked the first time the US 
would see the band perform with 
original growler Lars-Goran Petrov, 
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who left the band last year and 
returned a few months ago as the 
band was set to embark on the 
European ‘Gods Of Grind’ tour. 
While his replacement, Johnny 
Dordevic (who delivered a 
masterful vocal performance on 
‘Clandestine’, Entombed’s current 
deathfest), gave the band an even 
more distinct identity, Petrov is still 


a terrifically convincing singer in 
his own right. At the Warehouse 
he has an excellent visual 
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presence-and he sings his guts 
out, keeping the ‘Clandestine’ 
material intact with admirable 
accuracy, and rejuvenating those 
earlier cuts from the ‘Left Hand 
Path’ album, As they bid a fond 
farewell to the American shores, 
Entombed couldn't have put on a 
better performance ~ and it 
proved, once and for all, that they 
are the best at what they do. 
Jeff Kitts 


MASSACRE 
DEMOLITION 
HAMMER 
GRAVE 
Marquee, London 
It cannot be said 
that Swedish 
deathsters Grave 
have had much 
exposure in the UK, 
instead basing their 
developing following 
in central Europe. 
So there wasn't a 
great deal of 
interest from this 
packed Marquee 
crowd to see 
exactly what these 
guys could do 
onstage, parading 
their own brand of 
Entombed.inspired 
death metal. 


Unfortunately they won themselves 
precious few converts tonight 
Ironically, Grave seem 
uninterested in giving a good 
performance. Blasting their way 
through material from the ‘Enter 
The Grave’ album in a very 
pedestrian and nondescript 
manner, only the monstrous 
‘Inhuman’ gets anywhere near 
intense. The only member of the 
band who seems capable of giving 
his music all is drummer Jensa, 
who lays down some incredibly 
powerful back-beats. Hopefully 


Grave will develop a professional 
outlook in the near future. 
Demolition Hammer and Grave 
have only one thing in common: in 
the UK it’s very hard to get their 
product. A US band on a German 
label, Demolition Hammer are 
simply one of the best 
death/thrash machines on the 
market today. Their consummate 
experience and musicianship blasts 
them through this support slot, * 


Producing one of the most brutal 
sets | have ever seen. 

Vocalist Steve Reynolds is the 
man, simply oozing aggression as 
his skin-blistering vocals shred the 
entire Marquee. Every band 
member gives their all and there 
are some quite stunning musical 
moments — ‘infectious Hospital 
Waste’ in particular encouraging a 
packed house to mosh maniacally, 

The Hammer boys also play 
material from their excellent 
second album, ‘Epidemic Of 
Violence’, thundering through mind 
curdling renditions of 
soon-to-be classics, 
‘Skull Fracturing 
Nightmare’, ‘Epidemic 
Of Violence’ and 
‘Envenomed’. The 
newer material is even 
more brutal; the 
band's trademark of 
the heaviest riffs tied 
to the most brain 
damaging rhythms are 
still a noted 
trademark, Live and 
on vinyl Demolition 
Hammer are one of 
the best bands on the 
circuit today. 

It was always going 
to be a struggle for 
legendary deathsters 
Massacre to top the 
Harnmer, but at least 
the crowd were 
primed for Kam Lee 
and company. And 
the diminutive Mr Lee 
was certainly fighting 
for the title of 
Frontman Of The 
Night, going absolutely 
berserk from the 
second he stepped 
ge. He's backed 
up by some real 
seasoned performers: 
the bloody-minded 
brutality of Rick Rozz 
on guitar and the solid 
rhythmic foundation 
stone of Terry Butler (bass) and Bill 
Andrews (drums). 

As they blast though older stuff 
like ‘Dawn Of Eternity’ and ‘From 
Beyond’, and new number ‘inhuman 
Condition’, it sounds just as good 
live as on vinyl, and the band's 
performance is a major 
improvement on the ramshackle 
act that disappointed at the Astoria 
last year. 

Massacre don't deliver complex 


| 
: 


or technically challenging material 


along the lines of Morbid Angel, but 
more of an in-your-face, basic 
death, similar to Venom in their 
hey-day, which is perhaps why they 
decide to cover the storming 
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Venom classic ‘Warhead’. But good 
as they were, Massacre were still 
upstaged by the pure hostility of 
Demolition Hammer 

John Duke 
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Re-Animator have finally 
found their musical feet. We 
take drummer Mark aside 
and and find out he’s glad 
he’s not in Def Leppard. 
Fascinating or what? 


ES 


H release of their fourth 
With the album, ‘That Was 
Then, This Is Now’ Hull based Re- 
Animator are finally making the 
music they always wanted to make. 
It's taken a while, but ReAnimator 
had only been together three 
months when they were signed and 
they had to develop a musical 
identity on vinyl. Their last release 
‘Laughing’ made the most significant 
step, using a far more mainstream 
power metal approach while 
simultaneously juggling a few 
hardcoreish sidelines. 

“Deny Reality’ and ‘Condemned! 
were like a cleansing,” explains 
drummer Mark, as we talk in Hull's 
‘only major bus terminal. “After that 
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we decided the band needed its 
‘own identity. ‘Laughing’ was the last 
album on our old contract, so we 
thought if we were going to go, 
we'd go out with what we wanted to 
do. It just so happened ‘Laughing’ 
worked out well in Europe.” 

Yet Re-Animator followed that 
album with their first line-up change. 
Out went Kev, (vocals/guitar) and in 
comes Lee (vocals) and Graham 
(guitar). 

“Kev decided to leave even 
before ‘Laughing’ came out, but 
agreed to do the album and the 
tour,” says Mark, “He'd got more 
into the pop side of things, but even 
previous to his leaving we'd 
discussed getting another singer, as 


he'd never been happy on vocals. 
Lee and Graham arrived within three 
weeks of each other and have been 
in the band now for about a year. 
We wanted to get the new line-up 
sorted and stabilised before we 
went back to renegotiate another 
deal with MFN.” 

With a new album and new deal 
Re-Animator are firmly operating 
within power metal confines, but it's 
far more focused. 

“We learnt a lot from doing 
‘Laughing’,” confirms Mark. “Back 
then we had to change our style and 
actual recording technique. But 
we've always wanted to expand, and 
we always wanted to write as a 
band, and the new album is the first 
time we've managed to do that. Re- 
Animator have always been a unit 
rather than individuals. Relied on the 
music to do the talking.” 

Hmm. With only themselves and 
Xentrix having survived the Brit 
thrash scene of five years ago, it's 
Xentrix who have, rightly or wrongly, 
been picked by the press as the last 
hope. 

“We've never had any sort of 
image at all, but we've always been 


prepared to stomach that because if 
anything's going to happen it'll be 
because of the music,” reflects 
Mark, “We've seen excellent bands 
totally bomb and dire bands do well, 
What makes the difference is an 
unknown factor that’s just not worth 
worrying about. It probably doesn't 
help that the band manages itself, 
considering a manger’s job is 
obviously to get a high profile, but 
we only really suffer in the UK. It's a 
different matter when we go 

abroad. Without Europe we'd be 
sunk. Luckily image means sod all 
out there.” 

The very thought that | might 
offer any sympathy for Re- 
‘Animator’s constant struggle in the 
UK is met with healthy laughter. 

“What's carried us through is our 
attitude to the band and the 
business. It’s great to be part of and 
it’s always gratifying to see the band 
get better, Of course we don't make 
money, but we're not deeply in debt 
either. We're not afraid of starting all 
over again, back at the bottom, if 
we have to. It could be worse, we 
could be Def Leppard! Now there's a 
band that's had it tought” @ 


Babylon’s, em, smouldering 
as 


AD’s DANNY and 
DEREK discuss 
kebabs with 
ANDY STOUT. 
That’s kebab, 
spelt g-i-r-o, as in 
‘hero’. Sorry?... 


ANGUAGE DIFFICULTIES 
can be a real sod. Babylon 
AD's guitarist Danny De La 
Rosa, from California and 
visiting London for the first 
time with lead singer 
Derek, gets all confused 
over what a kebab is. A brief 
explanation, and he says, “Oh, a 
hero.” Huh, we respond. “Yeah, 
hero spelt g-i-r-o.” Oh, you mean a 
welfare cheque. “Huh?” 

As the dandruff advert is always 
keen to point out, first impressions 
count, First impression of Babylon 
AD, listening to their second 
album, you might think it's just 
another bunch of West Coast 
tockers who've got a wee thing 
about wearing lipstick. Wrong. 
Delve a little deeper into ‘Nothing 
Sacred’ and you'll come across an 
accomplished rock band (and that’s 
rock as in rawk) who've probably 
never been within half a mile of a 
make-up counter. 

‘Nothing Sacred’, when it hits 
its stride, Is superb. Perhaps not as 
eclectic as the Throbs' debut, but 
‘one that swings through musical 
styles with no little grace. There's 
the rousing Aerosmith Xerox of 
‘Dream Train’, the gentle sweeping 
acoustic caress of ‘Down The River 
Of No Return’, the damnation of 
child abuse lining the velvet glove 
of ‘Redemption’. The album may 
not set the world on fire, but it 
could get a nice smoulder going. 


abylon AD hail from the Bay 
Area of California, and thus 
managed to avoid getting 
sucked into the Grand Los 
Angeles Soundalike Contest. 
Emerging in '87 from an incestuous 


‘scene where everybody played with 
everyone else in about ten separate 
bands, the heritage of the Bay 
helped keep them away from the 
Wax! dopplegangers, 

“The Bay Area has a really 
bluesy feel to it," says Danny, 
“Especially because of the old parts 
of the scene there: '70s, '60s 
psychedelia, with Jefferson 
Airplane, Santana..." 

Maybe that's why their 
influences are a bit more diverse, 

“There are some definite 
influences,” says Derek, “like 
Motley Criie or people like that. 
Maybe Ratt, but none are really 
newer bands. Most of the bands we 
grew up with are European bands.” 

UFO are name-dropped, so are 
Deep Purple, AC/DC and, ulp, the 
Scorpions. 

“The only band, American-wise, 
that | can say we were influenced 
by were Aerosmith,” says Derek. 

‘Aha, maybe that’s why ‘Dream 
Train’ sounds like Messrs Tyler and 
Perry were actually hurtling through 
it themselves. 


“That's kind of how we thought 
even when we were writing the 
song,” says Derek. “We were like, 
‘Shall we just try It and see if these 
guys would want to cover this 
song?” 

Wouldn't it be better to have 
their own distinctive sound? 

“To me, it is our sound," says 
Danny, “and it just so happens that 
it sounded like that. It's like we use 
our influences from growing up and 
don't consciously try and copy 
anybody, But it's like just like when 
Aerosmith got accused with ripping 
Off the Stones and they say, ‘OK, 
that's OK. Everybody borrows from 
everybody.” 

“We're a little bit less 
predictable,” says 
Derek. “If you listen 
to the album, there 4 4 
are lots of 
influences on it, 
there're lots of 
different types of 


‘Let's write five 


‘songs,’ That doesn't interest us.” 

Neither do inane lyrics. Babylon 
‘AD songs are generally about much 
darker subjects — not just singing 
about emotions, but trying to get 
under the skin of them, 

Derek: “Each song should have 
its own identity and tell its own 
story, and on my lyrics | try to be 
feally narrative — make a cinematic 
mini-movie instead of just, ‘Oh 
she’s so hot in those fishnet 
stockings, there she goes, it's 
Saturday night, let’s rock out’. 
We're not into that kind of shit. | 
really like good stories like the 
Stones have done, and Aerosmith 
and The Beatles. There's got to be 
‘something in the songs, y'know.” @ 


Itry writing 


narrative lyrics, instead of 
‘Oh she’s so hot in those 


songs. It's not just, fishnet stockings’ b | y | 


stock, big chorus 
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COLLECTION 


He’s been a Northern 
soul boy, a Gary 
Glitter impersonator 
and a Limahl 
lookalike! VALERIE 
POTTER sez: will the 
real Jason Bonham. 
please stand up? 


ITTING IN HIS RECORD 

company's conference 

room, Jason Bonham 

is feeling just a little jet 

lagged, Only a few 

days earlier, he'd 
arrived back from a video shoot in 
Australia, which had been tacked on 
to the end of a visit to Japan to 
promote Bonham's newly released 
album, ‘Mad Hatter’, 

Jason spends so little time at his 
home in Shropshire that he'd 
probably be hard-pressed to tell you 
the colour of his front door! After a 
200-date tour on the back of the 
debut million selling ‘Disregard Of 
Timekeeping’ album, the band jetted 
Off to Ibiza to write the follow-up, 
returning to the less exotic seaside 
resort of Brighton to record it with 
veteran producer Tony Platt 

‘Mad Hatter’ is a more confident 
album than its predecessor, with the 
band exploring new avenues of 
musical diversity and making fewer 
of those references to Led Zeppelin 
that the critics were quick to identify 
on ‘Timekeeping’. And yet, as he 
patiently pointed out at the time, 
those Zeppelin references were only 
to be expected, when Jason's father 
was the late, great John Bonham. 

Surprisingly, Jason didn't 
consciously listen to Led Zeppelin 
while he was growing up, although 
he confesses that his earliest 
musical memory is of ‘Your Time Is 
Gonna Come’, which reminds him of 
the Dudley flat his family lived in 
when he was three and his father 
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Casting aside the Limahl and Gazza Glitter impressions, Jason plumps for the cap-horror Zucchero image... 


had just recorded the first Led 
Zeppelin album. 


sa child, Led Zeppelin was 
just his father's job and the 
ealisation that they were 


such a monstrously successful band 
didn't dawn until he was taken to a 
Led Zeppelin show in Tampa, 
Florida, which pulled a crowd of 
86,000 people. 

“| said, ‘What are all these people 


doing here” and my dad said, 
‘They've come to see me and the 
band.’ ‘YEE-AAH! You're having me 
ont’ ‘You know all those dirt bikes 
you've got at home?’ ‘Yeah?’ These 
people paid for them! It was totally 
bizarre, but he was still my dad. 
“And then we got mobbed on the 
way home. They had to cancel the 
show, cos of the rain, and | 
remember Richard Cole (Led 
Zeppelin’s tour manager) came 
bursting into the dressing- 
room, saying, ‘Go, go, go - 
NOW! And | remember 
looking round, when they 
broke the barricade down; 
they were swarming like 
ants and you could seem 
them coming towards you. 
They were jumping on the 
cars, trying to stop us from 
leaving, and | was scared to 


death, sitting on mum’s lap. ‘Ooh, 
mummy, | don't want to be in a band 
any more!” 

‘Any student of popular culture 
could have a field day with Jason, as 
he seems to have belonged to every 
British youth cult of the past 20 
years! When he was five, he loved 
'70s glam pop bands like the 
Rubettes, Mud and Sweet, and 
although he was playing drums at 
that early age, his party piece at 
family gatherings was his 
impersonation of Gary Glitter! 

As he grew older, the charms of 
girls and dirt bikes lured him away 
from his kit and he didn't pick up the 
sticks with any serious intent again 
until after his father died in 1980. 
His first big musical passion was for 
Northern Soul, which led him to 
spend his Wednesday nights at the 
Halesowen Leisure Centre, 
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My dad got me into The Police, soI 


had my hair cropped and bleached like Sting’s. 

Can I really embarass myself now? I once had 
my hair done like Limahl from Kajagoogoo, 

dyed blonde with black underneath. As a kid, I 


was so easily influenced! 


participating in routine dances to 
bands like Wild Cherry. 

“Then | went through the Grease 
thing, Yesterday that album was 
playing in a record store, and me 
and another guy clocked each other 
singing the words: ‘You'd better 
shape up/Cos | need a man/And my 
heart is set on you...’ And he says, 
‘Isn't it embarassing that we both 
know all the words to this?!’ and | 
said, ‘Yeah — and the worst of it is 
that | know the words to the rest of 
the songs on the album!’ | was into 
Saturday Night Fever as well. I've 
even got shots of me in the white 
suit with the big medallion! | hate to 
admit it, but | used to love dancing. 
Thing is, I'm an artiste now and 
artistes don't dance! 


Firsts And Favourites 
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First three records ever 
bought 
1, ‘Bohemian 
Rhapsody’ - Queen 
. ‘Music’ - John Miles 
‘On The Blue Ridge 
Mountains Of 
Virginia’ - Laurel & Hardy 


Favourite album 
sleeve 
(“I’m very into surreal 
album covers.”) 
‘Sticky Fingers’ -The 


Rolling Stones 

. ‘Physical Graffitti’- Led 
Zeppelin 
‘Avalon’ ~ Roxy Music 


Favourite mood music: 

1. ‘Oxygene’ ~ Jean Michel 
Jarre (‘‘A great one to listen 
to with the lights off") 
Stevie Ray Vaughan’s 
version of Hendrix's ‘Little 
Wing’, from his album 
“The Sky Is Crying’ 
(“Llove to listen to that 
full blast, with my eyes 
closed. I could just be 
anywhere.”) 


Favourite music to play 


‘Ceremony’ - The Cult 
‘Now And Zen’ ~ Robert 
Plant 

Any album by Little Feat 
The entire Led Zeppelin 
catalogue 


Record that should be 
erased from the history 
of music 
1, ‘I'm Too Sexy’ - Right 
Said Fred 
(“The thing that annoys me 
about it is you find yourself 
tapping your foot when 
it’s on!”) 
2. ‘The Birdie Song’ 


Most embarrassing 
record: 

Jason suggests his Abba 
albums, but this is ruled out 
since Abba have become 
extremely hip recently. 
Instead, he offers: “Itell you 
one strange thing I found in my 
dad’s collection - he had loads 
of Barry White albums! Very 
strange!” 


“When | was about eleven, my 
dad got me into The Police, cos 
they were quite punky in the early 
days, and | had my hair cropped 
short and bleached blonde like 
Sting’s. Can | really embarass 
myself now? | once had my hair 
done like Limahl from Kajagoogoo, 
dyed blonde with black underneath. 
As a kid, | was so easily influenced!” 


visit to a Mot6rhead gig 
turned him on to heavy 
ietal, but he then went to 


the other extreme, cut off his hair, 
bought a Crombie and some Doc 
Martens and became a skinhead, 
listening to Madness and the like. A 
punk phase followed ("I had a chain 
round my neck that my mum had a 
key to — | was 'ard!"), and a dabble 
with New Romanticism and 
technocrats like Kraftwerk and 
Human League, before an abiding 
interest in rock bands finally 
asserted itself. 

However, once Jason 
discovered compact discs, he sold 
his stereo deck, packed up his vinyl 
records and started his collection 
over from scratch. 

“'m the Inspector Gadget of the 
band, because when anything new 
comes out, |'m the first one to go 


Five desert island discs 

1, ‘Remasters’ - Led Zeppelin 
(“Cos it’s got a bit of 
everything on it.") 

2, ‘Bad Company’ - Bad 
Company 
(“Llove Paul Rodgers’ 
voice.”) 

3. A ‘Best Of James Brown 
compilation 


and get it,” he says. “ I've just come 
back from Japan and they've got a 
new thing out called the Scootman, 
which is micro-digital. So | had to 
get one of those. | was like that 
when CD came out, as well. 

“|remember the first CD | 
bought: it was ‘Love Over Gold’ by 
Dire Straits. Everyone said it was 
the greatest one to listen to on CD, 
because of all the highs and lows in 
it. Then | started to get my 
collection together and | bought all 
my favourite vinyl albums on CD. | 
buy probably six or seven CDs a 
week on average and when we're in 
the States, sometimes more, My 
Collection's just over 700; I've 
probably got more somewhere, but 
my sister keeps coming round and 
borrowing them off me! 

“if there's one artist that | like, 
every time they release an album, | 
will continue buying them; and also 
if |hear something that | don't know 
and | like it, I'l go and buy the back 
Catalogue. Like lan (Hatton, 
Bonham’s guitarist) turned me on to 
the music of Jeff Beck; | had one 
‘There And Back’ album, but he 
played me this other stuff, so | went 
out and got all that. Well... rang up 
the record company and asked 
them to send it to me!"@ 


039 aquod: 


4. A ‘Best Of Jimi Hendrix 
compilation 

5. ‘Passion And Warfare’ — 
Steve Vai 
(“For total difference - so if 
anyone else did come on 
the island and they’d 
heard the others, I could 
say, ‘Yeah, but have you 
heard this?) 


Soundgarden 


Crusty Rage... 


Okay, they’re not crusties, but it was too good a pun on their current single ‘Rusty Cage’ 
to miss. But rage... KIM THAYIL has a lot to get off his chest as he lays into airhead 
bimbos, yuppies, sensitive REM fans, the alternative scene, the metal scene and those 
ubiquitous punchbags, major labels. PHIL WILDING wonders if he’s left anything out... 


19 HE PATHETIC SHARKS 
and Mister Logic are my 
favourites.” Kim Thayil 
pauses for a moment to 
compose himself. 

“These sharks," he quotes 
deadpan, “are crap’. It’s all a little 
bit English, but it's an interesting 
way to learn the culture by 
picking up Viz. To get a hand on 
ihe 

Frarr! Yuk-yuk! Barely 
suppressed hoot! 

“Oh yeah, fnarr, Finbarr 
Saunders —| like him, too.” 

Soundgarden are in Stuttgart, 
caught in the impenetrable 
boredom between lunch and the 
soundcheck. Elevated suddenly to 
the Enormodome circuit, albeit as 
part of Guns N’ Roses’ travelling 
circus, they're staring 
a different city in the face almost 
every day. 

“We went to the planetarium, 
but the tour there had already 
started or something,” he sighs. 

Yeah, rock ‘n’ roll. 

Soundgarden are rock 
mythdom's anti-christ. A four- 
piece steeped in musical outrage 
who prefer to go mountain biking 
than commit themselves to what 
passes for tolerable mayhem 
from show to show. The idea of 
Axtinspired hotel room trashing 
deviates wildly from their norm. 

“Actually, I've talked to him a 
handful of times; he's incredibly 
friendly.” 

Soundgarden left the indie 
SST label (the SST T-shirt still 
bears the legend ‘Corporate Rock 
Still Sucks’) for A&M, releasing 
the damning though eloquent 
‘Louder Than love’ record in 1989 
— an absurdly powerful release 
that pushed the Soundgarden Doc 
Martin boot down hard on the 
musical world's miserable neck. 

Seattle, though already very 
much a part of the recent musical 


Soundgarden: they are sound, but they're not a garden... 


heritage had first been singled 
out by idea-hungry majors 
through an unsolicited 
Soundgarden tape. In retrospect, 
Kim Thayil wonders if it was all 
such a good idea. 

“When we signed there were 


eight or nine labels pursuing us,” 
he recollects, fighting off a 
coughing fit that finally drives him 
off to the bathroom. “Then they 
found the other Seattle bands and 
signed them,” he sighs. “Now it 
seems that everyone wants a 


Seattle band.” 

But, surely you can’t regret 
what happened? 

“We made a decision that we 
felt was good for us, and we were 
excited by the idea of our friends 
getting signed. It was very much 


5 
: 
z 
Hy 
- 


like a co-operative, really. What 
was good for us...” His voice tails 
off into a significant pause. 

“Now in retrospect it all seems 
very different. It was a long time 
ago, and | think the success of, 
some of those bands has kind of 
cheapened the scene in Seattle. 
But | can't look back and think it 
was a bad decision. I'm sure when 
the history books are written,” he 
declares with a chuckle, “there 
will be a big chapter on us.” 


heir steady ascent since, 

‘verging on international 

acclaim, must at least 

earmark them as one of 
those bands Most Likely To.... 
Could the GN’R tour be a 
precursor to Soundgarden's own 
stadium hopping? 

“We don't really think...” he 
begins then abruptly stops. “I 
don't think we could be that big or 
successful; you'd need some 
housewives and little girls who 
giggle at boys in shopping malls 
to become part of your audience. 
And | don’t know if we could 
appeal to those people. | have no 
idea what those mall girls want. | 
don't identify with, or care about 
their experiences. The same with 
yuppies: those kinds of social 
groups that we'd have to speak 
to. If I'm writing music that 
speaks for me, then I'm obviously 
not speaking for them.” 

Which dismisses the idea that 
those groups perceive any given 
message. Nirvana are something 
like five-million-sales strong and 
aren't demeaned one little bit by 
enduring teen fandom. They're 
pop pin-ups with no noticeable 
smear on their hip status. Thayil 
lets out an audible groan. 

“God, imagine, these little girls 
undressing in front of their poster 
of Nirvana, imagining what the 
guys are doing. Then they'll run 
their fingers through their newly 
grown pubic hair and wonder, 
‘Can Nirvana see me growing? 
See me becoming a woman?” He 
says this in the kind of voice 
usually reserved to sell airline 
seats, then snaps instantly out of 
it. 

“Anyway, most of the girls at 
our shows already have pubic 
hair. Actually, it's primarily guys 
who come to see us.” 

But Chris Cornell is without 
doubt a pop star cutie with a Sex 
God pout. | know this because my 
girlfriend keeps telling me so. 
He's also currently a pin-up 
darling of the American Gay 
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f f God, imagine, these little girls undressing in front of 


their poster of Nirvana, imagining what the guys are doing, 


wondering, ‘Can they see me becoming a woman?’ 5 L| 


Press. Not even Soundgarden are 
without desperately keen 
groupies. 

“[hated all that side of it 
before the beginning of this band. 
'hate having to deal with that kind 
of crap with bands that | like. But 
then they're behaving no 
differently from congressmen, or 
athletes... whoever. It’s just that | 
don't think we present ourselves 
as that kind of band; that stuff 
doesn't impress me. Besides, we 
don't have the lyrics to impress 
an airhead bimbo shit. We don't 
sing about the kind of things that 
will make them want to put a 
carrot in themselves. 

“Thankfully, we don’t appeal to 
the sensitive REM fan, or the kind 
of people who are impressed by 
the idea of an androgynous rock 
god. Most of those idiots avoid 
us, though they sometimes turn 
up here and there.” 

In increasing numbers. The 
glamourous MTV world serviced 
by cars and girls has been thrown 
over for something with a strong 
footing in reality. Has people's 
social standing, currently buckled 
by recession, had anything to do 
with that? 


“I think people actually like 
something that offers them a 
different social reference other 
than the syrupy heavy metal you 
get in the US. Unfortunately, | 
don’t think a lot of people pursue 
new bands as a hobby. You 
mentioned MTV, and | think it’s a 
factor that MTV started playing 
this newer stuff. The only 
difference between bands is being 
published or played. | don’t think 
it's a new trend; people would 
have made the choice if it had 
been offered them. A lot of it is 
what people choose to sell or 
buy. 

“And besides, when you look 
like this it takes a lot less time to 
get ready in the morning.” 


ppearance is fast becoming 
a bone of contention to 
Thayil. “British fans keep 
wanting to know whether 
we're an alternative band or a 
heavy metal band, just so they 
know how to dress at a concert. | 
hate the idea the idea of people 
tagging us an alternative act. | 
don’t like the alternative scene — 
it's populated by spoilt brats: 
upper middle class, suburban, left 


wingers. Then we get the heavy 
metal thing — we don't like that 

either. Maybe it's all a clash of 

politics and dress. 

“This distinction between 
genres seems very class 
orientated. I'm sick of that. It's 
indigenous; it’s what everyone 
makes of everyone else. The 
alternative types seem to fancy 
themselves as enlightened, 
consequently they make 
judgments on the heavy 
metallers, or whoever. 

“When you're growing up, 
you're trying to create an identity, 
and that depends on the people 
you grow up with.” He sounds 
deflated by the issue, tired. 

“They're issues for white kids, 
it's silly that people think you're 
either this or that. People become 
Preoccupied with tags. One other 
thing about alternative kids: they'll 
all try to be artists for a while 
then become graduate students. 
Become middle men; actually all 
the A&R men who came looking 
for us were the alternative types. 
They didn’t know what to expect.” 

Soundgarden, however you 
label them, were once the true 
instigators of fashionable tour 
merchandise. Co-designed and 
primarily sold by one Gunny Junk, 
new tour manager and sixth 
member of Pearl Jam, 
Soundgarden shirts boldly 
proclaimed, ‘Louder Than Meat’, 
‘Louder Than Fuck’, ‘Total Fucking 
Godhead’, ‘Fuck Happens’, 
occasionally meriting a fisheye 
lens, bug-eyed shot of Thayil 
across its front. These days they 
use tour dates, alternative record 
sleeve designs and indifferent 
gobs of gold linked down the arm. 
What happened? 

Thayil sounds delighted.“I'm so 
glad you asked me that. They 
were so popular, | really don’t 
understand the merchandise we 
carry now. The thing is almost 
every band has a ‘Fuck Happens’ 
design now, and basically what 
also happens is that the kids like 
the tour dates; this shit proves | 
was there, kind of thing.” 

He sounds momentarily 
disgusted with himself. “I'm bored 
of that now; | want something 
new. We'll do one with a 
Palestinian flag on the front and 
something like ‘Fuck Zionism’ on 
the back, just for the contrast.” 

Or maybe something a little 
more simple, ‘Get Religion, Get 
Dead’? He laughs, “‘Get Religion, 
Get Dead! — that’s a nice one. We 
could use that.” @ 


ROADWORKS 


different stages and 
THREE 27 tons encoages 
a day of musical grazing - cruising. 
around from place to place 
checking out everything that’s 
going on until something demands 
a full quota of attention. For the 
more metallically inclined, that 
usually means somebody on Stage 
One where L7, Pearl Jam, and The 
Cult hold court. The changeovers 
take longer than the minimal 


equipment suggested 
they would, but there's 
always food, neo-hippie 


another artist 
elsewhere to fill the 
day for a ticket price 
that worked out to less 
than a quid per act. 
And it never even 
rained. Not at all bad. 

The Mean Fiddler Tent 
is reserved for indie 
endeavours. Most worthy 
of note is the socio- 
political rap of the 
Disposable Heroes Of 
Hiphopracy and the 
power-pop guitars of 
Captain America, with 
Spiritualized serving the 
shoegazers well. 

Over at The Powerhaus 
Stage, the cheerfully 
tasteless recycled 
riffarama of Redd Kross is 
overshadowed by the 
intentional sheer 
awfulness of their 
clothing, giving them an 
aura of being fun but a 
little too contrived. Later 
on, Gallon Drunk 


unfortunately prove that 
their usually brilliant, 
deranged Swamp Thing 
rockabilly has no place 
being out before 
bedtime, especially 
outdoors where their 
obsessions get all 
diluted by daylight. 

At the main action 
locale, things on Stage 
One get off toa 
surprisingly strong start 
with Therapy? 
(previously Evil Priest, 


train spotters). With the = 


wit to introduce a song 
titled ‘Fuck Woodstock’ 
and the grit to get away 
with it, this Belfast trio 
is one to watch. 


L7 capture the mood ; 


of the day perfectly, 
however. They're 


charming yet grungy, 
haphazard and yet 


totally in control: of their audience, 
at least. The guitar Donita Sparks 
refers to as her Flying Vagina was 
often conspicuous by its absence, 
due to technical glitches, although 
it does rally round for a bit of 
Metallica’s ‘Enter Sandman’. 
‘Monster’, ‘Shitlist’, and ‘Diet Pill” 
are all as rapturously received as 
the casually tossed-in raucous 
singalong hit ‘Pretend We're Dead’. 
By the time bassist Jennifer Finch 
leaps off stage, so many bouncing 
® bodies are jumping around she has 
plenty of mid-air company. 

Next up Mercury Rev provide 
lots of noise, some of which was 
intriguing and some of which 
* featured small children dressed as 
© bees. Nitzer Ebb manage a big, 
© abrasive sound, but somehow 
remain forgettable. Then, power- 

5 popsters Mega City Four confuse a 
© Jot of people by sounding more 

© clean and commercial than ever. 

= It’s a mystery where the ‘crusty’ 


label they're tagged with applies. It 
probably doesn’t help that 
anticipation is mounting for Pearl 
Jam, either. 

While the sound quality is not 
what punters wallow in festival 
mud for, Pearl Jam would definitely 
have benefited from audibly 
beefed-up guitars and enough bass 
to rumble a little. A band that some 
consider to be mere stadium 
rockers should have been given the 
power to be at least that, much 
less a good enough mix to prove 
otherwise. ‘Once’, in particular, 
deserves to communicate better 
than it did. But thanks in no small 
part to the assault of ‘Alive’, Eddie 
Vedder still manages to be one of 


the day's real stars, getting passed 


from hand to hand away from the 
stage and familiarising whole new 
hordes with Neil Young’s ‘Rocking 
In The Free World’. 

Neds Atomic Dustbin come on 
as night fell, and are entertaining 


in a cute, unthreatening way that 
doesn’t provide a whole lot of 
explanation for their popularity. 
Not bad, but they didn’t belong 
between Pearl Jam and The Cult. 
The headliners, of course, get 
to go on after sundown, which 
helps the atmosphere 
immeasurably. The Cult convey 
something ungainly yet lovable, 
sort of like a puppy with giant paws 
trying to run. Singer lan Astbury’s 
dancing is no better than his new 
haircut, but as usual the Cult’s 
shameless primal hooks bypass any 


+ Femaining critical braincells and 
5 reel everyone in, And there's 


nothing wrong with that. 

Declaring the show to be a 
farewell live appearance to certain 
‘songs, the band proceed to parade 
all their hits one after the other, 
‘She Sells Sanctuary’ through ‘| 
Devil’ to ‘Rain’, commandeering 
the night just like the larger-than- 
life rock stars they've become. 
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During less inspiring 
moments like a lifeless 
‘Edie (Ciao Baby)’, 
however, the lack of 
camaraderie between 
Astbury and his guitarist = 
partner Billy Duffy is 
practically tangible - 
after a strong start, 
things begin to slip away 
from them. 

There are too many 
piteous moans about 
how badly The Cult have 
been treated by the 
press and about the 
dearth of youth clan 
gatherings, as well. 
Astbury once had the 
knack of turning every 
effort into a triumph and 
every tune into an 
anthem, but when he 
introduces ‘Fire Woman’ 
via a plea on behalf of 
spiritual values, his final: 
sermon of the night has: 
a distinctly funereal 
atmosphere. It was The 
Cult themselves, not the 
press, who declared this 
show to be some sort of 
statement-of-intent and 
celebratory wake for 


some of their golden oldies and the 
Cult alone who blew it. 

In a twist on their last visit - 
best summed up as ‘bore ‘em at 
Wembley then blitz a lucky few the 
next night at the Marquee’ - they 


£ seem to have peaked too early this 
+ time around. Their Friday night 


warm-up show at Ladbroke Grove’s 
Subterania club raised 
expectations that the band were on 
fine and feral form, witty-not- 
wasted and determined to snatch 
back their rockin’ crown. Come 
Saturday they're back to being 
their own worst enemies, as self 
absorbed as Ozzy can be and 
flailing when they should have a 
firmer grip on things. It's starting 
to look like the Cult should avoid 
big events all together and just 
schedule lots of small club dates, 
because that’s where they seem to 
ignite best these days. 

Despite the early fleeting 
flashes of a band who could give 


= everyone from G N’R to Metallica 


a run for their money, the Cult 
should think twice about dropping 
the crowd-pleasers just yet. 
Without them, they won't be 

g too many more festivals 


CHRIS MARLOWE 
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lushly 
surrounded, open air ice rink 
attracts an estimated 30,000 
people a year. Most of whom on 
this occasion seemed intent on 
either passing out or throwing up. 
The festival stage, an exercise in 
black drapes and minimalism, 
proudly exclaims Dynamo Open Ai 
Festival, presumably fearing that 


someone might mistake 
the clear infinite blue 
sky flecked with clouds 


ceiling. 

Pestilence ~ Love 
On Ice, The Rollins 
Band and Skyclad had 
all been and gone as 
we'd sat bored on a 
stationary train in the 
Dutch flatiands ~ are a 
dizzying mesh of 
musical abruptness and 
a horrifying sense of 
stupidity best typified 
by songs with titles like ‘The Lost 
Souls’. The crowd, a wide cross 
section of the so-called 
underground: mohawks with 
leather jackets and an immense 
array of striped trousers not seen 
since the early ’80s, look nothing 
more than startled. Which, in truth, 
is all that the truly dreadful 
Pestilence deserve. 

Soundgarden’s Kim Thayil 
considers the Seattle scene 
momentarily over-tired. Thoughts 
echoed when My Sister's Machine 
headlined a near empty Borderline 
in London a couple of days before 


5 this show. And though MSM’s 


reference points here in the bright 


for a spectacularly high: 


®& THE ORGANIZATION 


afternoon are irritatingly familiar, 
their refusal not to perform with 
something approaching zealous 
aplomb is nothing if not 
contagious. When their vocalist 
declares, “Good fucking day for a 
festival,” you feel he’s doing more 
to inspire his band than a crowd 
lost in apathy. Make no mistake, 
given the circumstances, My 
Sister's Machine did themselves 
every conceivable favour. 

The Organization have risen 
from Death Angel’s ashes. Albeit 
with a few personnel changes, 
though the familiar Angel 
trademarks remain intact. They're 
a curtain of slick black hair 
working itself up into a frenzy, with 
a strong and admirable grasp of 
melody infused into a dizzying hard 
network of arrangements. As their 
vocal mix drifts in and out of 
hearing, the sweet smell of dope 
begins to waft among the crowd. 

By the time they'd passed the 
beautifully crafted ‘Wonder’ and 


moved into ‘Lift’, the 
crowd’s enthusiastic 
response verges on the 
hysterical. The 
particularly 
overwrought take turns 
to hurl each other ten 
or 15 feet forward over 
others’ heads. | 
couldn't get close 
enough to find out 
what happened when 
they landed. 

The Organization's 
performance was 
spellbinding. And 
enough to incite the 
40something in front 
of me in a shocking 
pink Sid Vicious T-shirt 
to headbang ferociously until his 
glasses flew off his face. 

Paradise Lost are bloody 
furious. The might of their 
compelling swathe of distortion 
and heady, slowly unwinding 
material crossed with Nick Holmes’ . 


that hasn’t gone unfashionable. Or that’s what 


second solo ~ the first 
was an apparently 
untuned moment with 
Skyclad — of the day. 
Mordred’s frenetic 
rhythms and musi 
strength prompt 
sections of the 
audience to begin 
Some Really Bad 


really do need an indoor 
environment to thrive. The more 
claustrophobic the better; their 
enigmatic sound swells and pauses 
dramatically at indoor venues. 
Here, flailing in the open air, 
their brief and daring message of 
intent falls somewhat short. The 
cool evening dampens their 
reproachful battery of sound, 


| unnoticed by a handful : someone next to me swears as 
iS) of majors who are 5 they go onstage in a still, 
Z apparently currently é peculiarly bright evening. He's 
squabbling over them. : possibly right, though, inconsistent 
fc ‘Everyday’s A Holiday’, = isa little closer to the truth, 
their first heavily } having failed to match the power 
i signalled intention of : of their major debut, ‘Beg To 
a how the Mordred ! Differ’, with the last ‘Prove You 
he vehicle was going to} Wrong" record. 
move, sounds robust: Still the crunching clarity of 
and full. ! their sound is not diminished here. 
While their version: ‘For Dear Life’ and ‘Beg To Differ’ 
of Thin Lizzy’s ‘Johnny : are swarthy and menacing, but the 
The Fox’ fetches Brian; humidity of a lengthy afternoon 
Robertson fromthe  : has taken a serious toll on an 
wings to play his 3 audience weary of bombast. Prong 


Dancing — the sort that ; inspiring nothing more than a 
over-emotional fathers ; sense of lethargy, seconding the 
indulge in at birthday dull edge of the crowd's response 
parties and weddings. to the day. Infuriatingly mellow. 
Prong are PHIL WILDING 


showing why 
Paradise Lost are 
more than capable of 
headlining 1,000- 
plus capacity 
theatres on the 
Continent. Their 
strength of 
performance and 
identity ensure them 
the kudos to play out 
‘Eternal’ as the first 
encore of the day. 

Mordred’s 
vocalist Scott 
Holderby had been 
further back among 
the crowd chatting 
only moments before 
he appeared onstage. 
As if prompted by his 
incredible 
exuberance, which 
lasts the set, 
someone chooses the 
moment to set some 
plastic sheeting alight and swamp 
us in toxic smoke. 

The apt introduction of 
sampling into the Mordred ethos 
has ensured them an enduring and 
demanding texture to their work — 
a combination of musical cultures 


remarkable growl — remarkable 
because he actually sings - makes 
for many an unnerving moment. 
The monstrous ‘As I Die’, a 
worthy epilogue to the ‘Shades Of 
God’ record, becomes a shocking 
statement of real intent live, 


GUNS N’ROSES 
FAITH NO MORE 
SOUNDGARDEN 


WEMBLEY STADIUM 


sae 
WELCOME vic tees, 


Guns N’Roses have been hauled o 
of the jungle - where once they 
presented genuine danger to any 
explorer who happened to cross 
their path - and into the circus 
ring, where they offer vicarious 
thrills and snarling entertainment 
from behind bars. Of course the 
Gunners threaten to rip flesh, but a 
band content to stick so close to a 
greatest hits set is never going to 
do more than bare its fangs. 

But first Soundgarden, who're 
taking Seattle to the stadiums, so 
to speak. Well, let's dispense with 
that cliché early on: the "Garden 
are a trad-metal act stripped of all 
the showbiz trimmings, with a neat 
line in insanely clever riffing and a 
singer whose voice sits somewhere 
between the exaggerated blues 
yelp of early Percy Plant and the 
atonal, industrial holler of a young 
Ozzy. Yurmmy. 

Opener ‘Searching With My 


Good Eye Closed’ stretches 
stealthily out, like some arcane 
invocation in the smotheringly hot 
weather, but a muted, muffled mi 
reduces most of their following 
twisted metal structures to a grey, 
concrete blur. 

They're as robust as can be 
expected under the circumstances, 
even throwing in a Budgie song 
(‘Homicidal Suicidal’ apparently) 
after Chris Cornell announces that 
“there are a lot of shitty bands 
coming out of the US recently.” 

The tightly strobing ‘Jesus 
Christ Pose’ finishes with Cornell 
holding guitar and mic-stand aloft 


on what could be Ax!’s 
teleprompter box - the irony is 
probably lost on the stadium crowd 
but I'm sure Cornell guesses 
enough. It all ends with Kim Thayil 
spending an inordinately long time 
trying to find the right ringing tone 
to abandon his guitar with and | 
guess we'll call it a draw. 

Faith No More have the 
unenviable task of trying to follow 
Bas Bach's legendary Brent 
Council outbust last time around 
which ensured a lifetime Wembley 
wudience for Skid Row. The 
difference being that Faith No More : 
have no interest in whipping up the : 


GN’R crowd into a you-‘n’-me- 
against-the-world rage; they’re too 
busy trying to alienate their own 
audience. Well, almost. 

If the shot that defined Mike 
Patton last time around was a 
freeze-frame of him leaping in the 
air, a spring-heeled jack with long 
locks flying, this year’s model 
should be immortalised squatting 
down as if taking a shit, grunting 
an ugly death metal vocal. Patton's 
shedding of the alternative-rock 
pin-up tag is as good as complete 
and after a couple of newies 
{including the dizzy carnival-of- 
souls that is ‘Land Of Sunshine’) 


\ 


the day's first real moment occurs: as he craves 8 
when Patton goes walkabout for acceptance in = 
‘The Real Thing’, winding up the Rolling Stone 2 
security as he throws himself magazine. 8 
about, climbs the base of the video Anyhow, ‘My Way’ 
screens and bashes his mic for (the Sid Vicious 


percussive effects. FNM are the 
anti-stadium-rock stadium rock 
band. After ‘Midlife Crisis’, Patton 
demands the crowd ‘boo’ in 
appreciation. to a storming start 
The marvelously degenerate with ‘It’s So Easy’. 
‘RV’ leads into a rowdy and There's not too much 
punishing ‘From Out Of Nowhere’ 
(the band finally relenting to run 
through the hits) and the sarcasm- 
anthem ‘We Care A Lot’. After a 


version, natch) 
announces the 
arrival of the 


Gunners who are off 


concession to a 
stageshow 
considering the size 


SHUOMaYVOU \ / 


of the venue — just 


lumpy ‘Surprise, You’re Dead’, the Gilby and Duff 
under-achiever’s clarion call that wearing stoopid hats 
pre-dates ‘Teen Y — ‘Epic’ — — but every single 
puts things to bed in a show that run by either Axl or 
whet the appetite for their headli Slash towards any 


dates later in the year. 

And finally...well, we don’t wait 
around too long, listening to Axl’s 
(sigh) U2 tape, staring at the less- 
than-interestin’ album artworks 
that flank the stage and searching 
increasingly desperately for female 
fans willing to ‘flash yer tits’ for 
the video screens. Bad call guys, | 
don’t really want to watch reluctan' 
teenagers pawed and groped just 
cos they won't lift their tops (as 
‘some were), especially not with Axl You'd have to ask Axi what it all 
playing on some new self- means, but the end result is ‘Live 
awareness-thru’-therapy persona; And Let Die’. Who likes this song? 


section of the crowd 
results in apeshit- 
bonkers reactions, 
so they don't really 
need anything too 
ornate. 

‘Mr Brownstone’ keeps things 
cooking before Axl goes for his first 
‘sermon: something to do with 
trying to save other people when 
“you'll be really fuckin’ lucky if you 
can save yourself.” 


Am | a snob or is everyone else 
cringing? Better is ‘Bad 
Obsession’, which sounds like it 
has Little Stevie Wonder on 
harmonica...though it also has 
quite enough turgid and indulgent 
jamming, thank you very much. 
With Izzy out of the picture, 
Duff gets to front the band, 
choosing to run through a punk 


number (‘Attitude’ by the Mystics?) 
with the disclaimer “Sorry mom!” 
before the band steam through 
“You Could Be Mine’, which is, for 
all its fire and spit, GN’R doing a 
fast-food version of a fast GN’R 
tune. 


Some more pissing about 
follows, including a snatch of the 
Rolling Stones’ ‘Wild Horses’ 


AXL PICS: ALL-ACTION PICTURES 


backstage 
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before a 
rather heavy handed 
‘Patience’ gets the 
formation whistling going. 
‘Double Talkin’ Jive’ 
has some excellent, 
blazing instrumental 
interplay but if ol’ Wax! 
wants to really bitch 
about the press, why no 
stab at ‘Get In The Ring’ 
(according to our work 
placement posse, that’s 
what the kids really 
wanted to hear). Come to 
think of it, why no 
psycho-drama with 
‘Coma’? Why no 
‘Estranged’? Why no 
attempt to tackle much 
‘Use Your Illusion’ 
material apart from the 
singles and a measly 
couple of others? Guns 
N’Roses play a value-for- 
money show time-wise, 
but their set list is a 
painfully obvious one that 
still leans heavily on 
‘Appetite’ and cover 
versions as high-spots. Axl later 
announces that he doesn’t give a 
fuck if the drum solo is boring. 


PIG: GEORGE 


fun, but taken as a whole the 

amount of mindless instrumental 
padding becomes ludicrous from 
band who'd align themselves with 


More covers come towards the 
end in the shape of a guest 
appearance by Brian May, 
currently making up for lost time 
after Queen’s touring was curtail 
in recent years. ‘Tie Your Mother 
Down’, and particularly the massiv 
stomp of ‘We Will Rock You, 
harken back to the Freddie 
Mercury show and Axl’s deliberate 
moves to join the wider community 
of the superstar league of Elton, 
George and the rest, leaving one to 
speculate that GN'R have come so 


Ng 


Fuck it, I do! Likewise Slash 
playing around with the theme from 
3 The Godfather or a Hendrix lick is 


: far from their Sunset Strip days 
: {and daze) as to be — particularly 
with their line-up purges - a 


completely different band. 

‘Knocking On Heaven’s Door’? 
Grotesque! Axl recently said that 
“one reason we do the song (is) 
it’s for the people”, and sure, it’s 
taken on anthemic proportions as 
the biggest set-piece of the band’s 
set, but again creativity goes out 
the window. 

So what made the show worth 
the weak patches? ‘Sweet Child 0” 
Mine’, of course — it’s easy to be 
over-familiar with its perfect 
structure but the minute that 
bassline slides into place theyre 
cruising a classic. ‘Paradise City’, 
not bludgeoned quite so stiffly by 
Matt Sorum as at the Mercury gig 
is, again, a monster rock song. 


‘November Rain’ and 
‘Don’t Cry’ both touch 
on a side of the band 
that one fears Axl would 
like to ram down: 
people’s throats given 
half a chance, but in 
context they balance 
well with the raw fury of 
vicious outbursts like 
‘Welcome To The 
Jungle’ and the 
genuinely blistering ‘It’s 
So Easy’. 

Guns N’Roses’ 
erratic nature makes 
them twice as 
compelling as anything 
else you'll see all year, 
but a pattern’s 
beginning to emerge. 
Axi makes a 
speech...Slash 
improvises some guitar- 
play.,.the band play 
one of the singles...Ax! 
pulls some mock- 
religious poses...then 
another solo...Axl 
makes another speech 
and changes his jacket. 
And so on. 

If you're in your mid- 
20s, GN’R are the rock 
band of your generation 
and for all the guts and 
the glory, a lot of the 
time they're coasting. 
What they can achieve 
when they get into gear 
is frightening. At the 
moment the gear-stick’s 


out of neutral but it’s not in top 
gear either. Frustrating, huh? e 


MARK DAY 
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I DIDNT bode well. 


Dave Hole’s 
three-piece band ambled onstage, 
unannounced, for their London 
debut and shuffled about a bit, 
before Dave hopped up and down 
a few times and they energetically 
launched into ‘Keep Your Motor 
Runnin”. 

As it transpires, their 
performance is an all-round 
pleasant surprise. Unlike blues 
players who drift away, 
enraptured by their own talents, 
Hole doesn’t neglect the need to 
entertain. Jumping in the air and 
falling to his knees, he keeps up 
an easy communication with the 
crowd, all the while coaxing notes 
from his guitar with firm, fluid 
movements. Even though the vast 
majority of the audience have 


MY SISTER’S 
MACHINE 


BORDERLINE CLUB, 
LONDON 


never heard of him, 
he succeeds in 

scoring some 

politely appreciative 
applause and, 
hopefully, arouses 
interest for his return 
to the UK later this 
year. 

But Gaza is the 
man the audience are 
waiting for, and they 
aren’t disappointed. 

‘As Moore’s band, 
augmented by a four- 
piece brass section, 
open with ‘Cold Day In 
Hell’, the sound is 
clear, the stage is 
tastefully lit and Gary is 
sporting a tasty suit. 
But, while not doubting 
the sincerity of Moore’s 
intentions, was the blues 
ever meant to be this 
polished and slick? I 
think not. 

Gary Moore is rapidly 
becoming to the blues what Dire 
Straits are to rock ‘n’ roll: 
undemanding and comfortable. 

never going to 


THIS WAS wressie 


Boarderline doesn’t actually ‘buzz’ 
‘the build-up to My Sister’s 


PIC; PG BRUNELLI/REPFOTO 


: Machine's arrival; instead, it 


resounds to a chorus of 
“darlings” and the squelch of lime 
slices plunged into beer bottles. 


This show was geared towards an 
audience who want the blues to be 
painless and CD-friendly. A 
paradox, surely? 

After seven songs, during 
which Moore speaks barely a word 


Oh dear. This grim place is 
once again teaming with snogging 
rockbiz cynics and, as ever, the 
atmosphere is more suited to a 
Butlins talent night than the debut 
UK gig by the best rowdy guitar 
act to come out of Seattle 
since...er, well, lots of other 
brilliant rowdy guitar acts. 

Frontman Nick Pollock is 
undaunted. Flanked by MSM’s 
moody beardie faction, bassist 
Chris Ivanovich and axe 
maestro Owen Wright (not a 
word all night), the singer lets 
rip, flinging his cowboy hat 
aside as the paying customers 
move in and gleefully submit to 
the band’s deliciously cool but 
crushing rock barrage. 

Uh-oh, more problems! The 
initial overwhelming thrill is 
replaced by a mood of tense 
apprehension as Chris’ bass 
starts acting up, booming way 
off key and repeatedly cutting 
out during the storming 
‘Sunday’. 

But My Sister’s Machine 
seem to thrive on adversity, 
and by the time they slam into 
‘I Hate You’ the band are 
surfing on wave after wave of 
gushing adrenaline, eyes 
closing as the music grinds 
with a savage grace that can’ 
help but bring to mind fellow 
’70s heavy rock disciples 


to the audience, | 
contemplated shouting for 
‘Parisienne Walkways’, just to 
liven things up a bit. But | 
thought better of it and went 
home instead. 
‘VALERIE POTTER 


* Soundgarden. 


And, like that band’s frontman 
Chris Cornell, MSM’s Nick Pollock 
has all he shiversome vocal power 
of ye olde classic metalgodz but 
without forcing it — none of yer 
Dio/Coverdale-type preening for 
this fella. What we have here is 
strictly pretension-free rock 
magic, pure and simple, which is 
exactly how it should be. 

The treats are coming thick 
and fast now, a mind-blowing 
highspot being MSM's blistering 
version of Pink Floyd’s sixth-from 
Paranoiac’s party-piece ‘Welcome 
To The Machine’ ~ a feat I'd have 
considered impossible if | hadn't 
heard, with my own ears, Owen 


; Wright transforming that epic Rick 


Wright keyboard swoosh into a 
searing guitar rush. Truly 


> staggering, and a clever way of 


* getting other people to write your 


: anthems for you (think about it). 


‘Welcome’ melts into ‘Diva’, 
the current LP’s muscular title 
track, a blustery epic with added 


spice courtesy of Owen’s blazing 
! fretwork and, equally gripping, his 
+ supertight vocal harmonies. The 

© man's a star, almost. 


An obstacle-strewn but 


: ultimately triumphant set. 


: Welcome, as the song and the 


mega-hip T-shirt slogan put it, to 


: the Machine. 
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Home ain’t where the Heart is 


Wildhearted son 
GINGER regrets 
letting MARK DAY do 
a Thru’ The Keyhole 
job on his London flat 
during a nine-hour 
interview/piss-up... 
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ONDAY LUNCHTIME: 
track down the Swiss 
Cottage flat that's 
temporarily home to 
the Wildheart’s 
vagabond anti-hero, 
Ginger. It's a bastard 
to find and Ginger likes it that way. 

Mary, the photographer, takes 
some photos of Ginger showing us 
round his gaff - the typical squalor 
your average rootless 20something 
would recognise - while our host 
passes round a few beers and 
keeps up a witty dialogue: the 
feeling of living on one’s own for 
the first time and the difficulty of 
remaining settled in one place 
when the road seems more like 
home. It provides plenty of insight 
into the man behind the mess. 

Accursory glance through the 
fairly small record collection shows 
Ginger to be a man of refined 
tastes. Those bands whose 
careers he has followed are 
collected, in battered vinyl, with a 
completist’s eye. A lot of Cheap 
Trick. A lot of '70s weirdos, 
Sparks. All the classic Kiss stuff. 
The American guitar-chokers whose 
influence can be heard in the 
Wildhearts are heavily represented: 
Hiisker Dii, the Replacements, Soul 
Asylum. Cult American power-trio 
the Rods get a nod of appreciation, 
but it's songs over riffs all the way 
through. 

This flat, he notes, is officially 
unfit for human habitation. There's 
a cockroach trap in the toilet, with 
a fresh catch still squirming in the 
‘roach glue. He can't turn the 
heating off, so it’s too hot. A few 
jagged cracks split the walls. 

“tt was raining the other week,” 
Ginger says, indignantly, “There 
was water running down the walls 
and goin’ directly into the bloody 
light switch! I'm just not very lucky 
with houses ~ the rest of the band 
have got cool places. CJ is livin’ 
underneath a nice little café. Bam 
and Danny have a huge garden and 
everything. I've got cockroaches 
and 24-hour heat — the only time 
England's ever been as hot as this!” 


je concedes that, at the very 
least, he’s written a few 
good songs within these 
walls. “I got one called 
‘Greetings From Shitsville’ 
out of it. The songs can come at 
any time, usually in the street. If! 
sat down an’ tried to write a song, 
I'd never get one. But I'll hum a 
melody walkin’ down the street; 
even if I'm not home for a few 
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(Left) Ginger shows off his impressive dead cockroach collection; and 
(above) his McEwans collection (not so impressive) 


days, a good tune should stick in 
your head till you get it down.” 

As Through The Keyhole man 
Loyd Grossman would no doubt 
intone with painfully stretched 
vowels, music is obviously very 
important to whoever lives here. 

“The first record | bought was 
‘Drive In Saturday’ by David Bowie, 
from '71 or something. | remember 
goin’ in and buyin’ it when | was just 
a little kid, so I've always been 
interested in music from when | 
was really little.” 

Aside from the tatty record 
sleeves stacked against one wall, 
there are enough videos to cover a 
table and fill a cabinet: evidence of 
Ginger’s famed love of obscure 
uncut Italian gore movies. 

The acting, he concedes, is 
hardly Oscar-winning material, but 
“people die well in them films. 
They're convincing enough.” 

But he travels fairly light, having 
moved from place to place even as 
a child. 

“There's nothing of any worth 
here,” he shrugs. “But this is the 
only house I've ever lived in by 
meself; I've got a lot of good ‘head’ 
stuff done here. I've broke me 
answering machine, so | don't get 
any messages now —| just walk 
round the house gettin’ wrecked 
and talkin’ to meseff till | fall over.” 

Domesticity is, of course, a 
gradual process. 

“Ive started doin’ me own 
washing!” he declares proudly. “I've 
never actually done that kind of 
stuff before. It's great livin’ on your 


own because the only people you 
can piss off are the cockroaches.” 


© the day ends like this: after 

something like nine hours, 

one trip to the offticence, a 

gargle of tequila, a lot of 

McEwans Export and a little 
herbal stimulation later, we're 
sitting in the dark and Ginger’s 
trying to persuade me that | 
shouldn't bother writing this 
feature, that no one should be 
interested in what he does offstage 
and, maybe, could he have the film 
out of the camera just in case? 

Between the laughter and the 
pathos there's a long, rambling 
discourse on the nature of art and 
suffering, Ginger's deeply 
pessimistic streak, the roles and 
responsibilities of the rock press, a 
near-duty to self-destruction he 
feels all true artists should possess 
and a profound inability to trust 
other human beings. 

His desire to let the Wildhearts 
grow as if from scratch doesn't 
really address the fact that most 
new bands simply don't get three 
consecutive decent support tours 
(Wolfsbane, Manics, Love/Hate). 
Likewise, his case for press 
misrepresentation gets let down 
when he admits that he can't really 
remember doing our last interview; 
but it's precisely because Ginger 
bleeds real emotion for his music 
that we want to talk to him. That 
and the music itself. Real, 
passionate, full blooded, non- 
generic rock music that accepts no 


stylistic boundaries, Music that 
thrills with the shock of the new. 
Earlier in the day, Ginger had 
explained the chronological 
structure of his record collection: “| 
like bands you can follow, from 
when they're just startin’ out. All the 
essential albums that got me 
through bein’ a kid weren't like the 
Beatles and the Stones. They'd 
already happened by then, but Kiss 
was startin’ off, the New York Dolls 
were startin’ off. Know what | 
mean? Like, the Ramones’ first 


album came out when | was a kid, 
and the Damned, That's what 
you're into as a kid: growin’ with a 
band, gettin’ their first album...” 
Right now he doesn’t want 
anyone to put their faith in the 
Wildhearts’ brand of “startin’ out” 
until he’s sure they won't let anyone 
down. I'm already convinced this 
won't be a problem. Ginger may 
never be. However queasy he feels 
about it, the Wildhearts are starting 
to thrill people the way Kiss and the 
Ramones gave him a buzz. e 


I’ve started doin’ me own washing! 


I'd never done that stuff before. It’s great livin’ 
on your own because the only people you can 
piss off are the cockroaches 


While continental 
Europe can’t get 
enough of British 
glum metal 
maestros Paradise 
Lost, their 
homeland has been 
slow to catch on. 
PHIL WILDING 
catches the band in 
action in Holland... 


HE BACKSTAGE 
area of the 
Dynamo Festival 
is like any 
festival 
backstage area 
in the world, 
Assorted powergames are played 
‘out among roadcrews, band 
members, photographers, hacks, 
the omnipresent and overbearing 
security, and, beyond that, the 
groupies and fans who have spent 
the previous weeks clinching that 
alKimportant pass. The local 
musicians who aren't playing today, 
and are never likely to, watch the 
show from the backstage gate and 
grumble about the guitar sound. All 
human life is here. Possibly. 

“We haven't got time for all this 
shit,” insists Paradise Lost guitarist 
Greg Mackintosh not unreasonably. 
“'d rather be holding a decent 


conversation than be talking with 
someone about their hair and what 
shade of lipstick to put on,” He rolls 
his eyes absurdly and sighs. “It 
pisses me off all of this.” 

Paradise Lost are pissed off. 
From both Peaceville releases, 
‘Lost Paradise’ and ‘Gothic’, to their 
more recent and possibly most 
convincing record, ‘Shades Of 
God’, Paradise Lost are up in arms, 
at a loss, aghast. They're also very, 
very good. From the torturous 
‘Daylight Torn’ the the quietly 
magnificent ‘As | Die’, Paradise 
Lost sound anguished and probably 
not a little raging. 

Greg chuckles, “It is angry, but 
you meet us and we're not 
depressed or sad people in any 
way.” 

He nods towards bassist 
Stephen Edmondson at his side, 
who dismisses the whole notion 


with a giant grin. And it’s true: even 
when someone taps on the bus. 
window mid-interview to study the 
intricate tattoo on Greg's arm, he 
obligingly rolls up a sleeve and 
continues talking. 

“What this is, is a release. 
We're not saying go out and kill 
someone, or get depressed... We 
do deal with things like lost love, 
‘old concepts with new ideas 
surrounding them, and sometimes 
there is a lot of anger in there, but 
that's why it becomes a release. 
We're no different to anyone else, 
and no one's different from us. It’s 
just that not everyone expresses 
the things they feel. We put it 
through our music.” 

The Paradise Lost ethos is 
Caught up in rich iconoclastic 
imagery. Their merchandise is 
graced with a sympathetic 
depiction of Christ's face, while 
each album cover has stood 
proudly as artwork in its own right. 
‘Shades Of God’ is no different. 
Cover artist Dave McKean, famed 
for his excellent and distinctive 
work on Batman's Arkham Asylum 
Saga, concludes in his notes that 
it's based around the idea of a 
Godhead watching over you. Greg 
won't be drawn so easily. 

“It's a little like the ‘Gothic’ 
cover: it's very much in the eye of 
the beholder. If you see something 
in the cover then that’s your view. | 
remember when we did that cover 
there were so many cheesy metal 
album covers about then — 
dragons, monsters - and we 
deliberately fought against that, in 
a way. But when it comes down an 
interpretation of ‘Shades’, people 
should make up their own minds. 

“As for using things like the 
crucifix and the Jesus head, that's 
because it's such powerful 
symbolism; it’s fantastic. We do 
have our own personal beliefs, but 


4 How much space are we 


going to get? We only got a 
page last time. And Deicide 


got three! J J 


that doesn't carry over in respect 
of those images. You can't deny 
that they are colourful, they are 
eye catching, but there's certainly 
no big meaning behind it. We're not 
trying to cash in on that, and we're 
certainly not trying to change 
anyone's views on the subject.” 


aradise Lost are a 
dominant and, quite 
rightly, respected 
force in terms of 
sales and audience 
pulling potential on the continent. 
They self-financed their own tour of 
Holland after only their second 
demo, and admirably broke even. 

In the UK, the band is less 
popular. Earlier, without prompting, 
Greg had noted that Paradise Lost 
have never been a press-friendly 
band in Blighty, 

“The UK as a whole is 
completely controlled by the press; 
it's amazing how easily it’s 
manipulated. In Europe, they tend 
to make up their own minds and 
take reviews as one person's 
opinion. Over here, ‘Shades Of 
God! is being treated as a major 
release. It's a strange thing: you're 
a UK band and they don't want to 
know you. Which is why we haven't 
bothered with the UK, gigging-wise, 
that much. To break back home, 
we'll have to do America first. 

“But maybe it’s a good thing in 
a way. In that, after doing 
somewhere like this today, we 
know that we can’t do the same 
thing in England yet, and that helps 
to keep our feet on the ground. In 
Europe people are willing to listen. 
British audiences tend to be a little 
more cynical...which is a bit of a 
generalisation, | suppose. But then 
Halifax is hardly as glamorous 
sounding as California. 

“| don't know, The Marquee said 
they wouldn't let us headline there 
after the last time we played, 
though for some reason they've 
changed their mind for this tour. 
But you look at the press and see 
that, say, Sodomy And Lust from 
Brazil are playing, or 
whatever...It’s not just them, it's 
the general British apathy, You'd 
think that the British press...and 
I'm not being sickly 
or patriotic now, 
but you'd think that 
they'd want to try 
and help bring it 
back around to a 
happening British 
thing,” He shrugs, 
mystified. “But 
then there aren't 
that many great 
British bands left, | suppose." 

Later, walking back to the 
festival site, Greg still has the bit 
partially between his teeth. 

“How much space are we going 
to get? We only got a page last 
time. And Deicide,” he declares 
incredulously, “got three!” @ 
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BY ANDY STOUT 
& MARK DAY 


GUN 

‘Welcome To The Real World’ 
(A&M) 

Meanwhile, over at the AOR 
Single With Big Chorus Factory, a 
Production line worker gives 
Gun’s new single a quick tweak to 
try and make it a bit distinctive 
from all the other AOR Singles. 
With Big Choruses. He fails. The 
chorus is so big that it should 
have ‘Maximum load: eight 
Persons’ stamped all over it. But 
then, that’s nothing new, is it? 


THE FAMILY STAND 
‘Quiet Desperation’ 

(EastWest) 

Quiet, yes. Desperate, yes. The 
Advertising Standards Authority 
can rest easy tonight. 


WEIRD AL YANKOVIC 
‘Smells Like Nirvana’ 

(Scotti Bros) 

‘Smells like rip-off, actually. Well, 
you've got to admire Al's style, 
really. Cursed from birth by 
uncaring parents (I mean, calling 
your kid Weird is just asking for 
him to get a good kicking in the 
playground), he's tried to build a 
career lampooning others to 
make up for his own trauma. At 
least he's open and honest about 
it. A lot of bands are trying the 
same thing and hoping no one will 


notice; Al just plays the song 
and changes the lyrics. 
Funny once, tedious twice, 
unbearable the third time. 


NIRVANA 

‘Lithium’ 

(DGC) 

Is the Kurt response to Weird Al 
to cover one of his own songs? 
Nah, course not. By now you 
know what ‘Lithium’ sounds like; 
the B-side's a murky live version 
of ‘Been A Son’, while longer 
formats have the unreleased and 
not particularly good 
‘Curmudgeon’ with the radio- 
friendly “Shit on me” chorus, and 
a cover of the Wipers’ ‘D7’ which 
is a lot better. 


LEATHERFACE 

‘Compact And Bijou EP’ 
(Roughneck) 

Vicious, swirling and bitter, 
Leatherface conjure images of 
corroded coiled springs ready to 
explode and rip things apart. 
‘Compact And Bijou’ is a five 
song, er, compact epic, veering 
from the granite buttressed 
intrusions of ‘Games’ and ‘Live 
For You’ through to the 
acoustically ragged and 
dislocating ‘Pale Moonlight’. Very 
good, with absolutely no chance 
in hell of being a hit. A shame. 


HP ZINKER 

‘Mysterious Girl EP’ 
(Roughneck) 

Indie, poppy stuff, with a grungy 
guitar that lets it cross over into 
sub-Seattle territory. Notable for 
a stripped-down cover of Alice 
Cooper's ‘Billion Dollar Babies’ 
and the disturbing noisefest of 
‘Trampled To Death’. 
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CARNIVAL ART 
‘Holy Smokes’ 
(Situation Two) 


Let’s get one thing straig! 

Carnival Art are not ‘arty’ — at | 

not in the self-consciously ‘wei 

and downright poncey sense of the 
word, What Carnival Art are, in 
short, is a buncha freaks from LA 
with an impressively bulging batch of 
fine songs and a sneaking admira- 
tion for '70s cock-rock bluster. Oh, 
and they also possess a couple of 
extremely loud guitars. 

The band revolves around singer 
Michael P Tak, who finds hideously 
disturbing situations inspiring. He 
writes songs that simultaneously jolt 
the imagination and bludgeon the 
back of your neck by employing a 
twin-pronged attack of absorbingly 
odd lyrical imagery and guitar 
ravaged tunes that force you into 
paroxysms of hair-flailing delight. 

This latest effort, a five-track mini 
album, deals its killer blow early on 
with a scything ‘Ray's Jesus’, a 


frenzied but lavishly layered rock 
anthem for the criminally insane and 
the simply insane. 

‘Warhead’ and ‘She Describes 
Infinity’ are both beautiful, in the 
violent and eye-bulgingly scary sense 
of the word, while Carnival Art's 
version of Bad Company's ‘Feel Like 
Makin’ Love’ struts its stuff every bit 
as convincingly as the original. 

It's official: Michael P Tak is the 
new High Priest of Butch. Paul 
Rodgers, hang your head in shame. 
Fok Ik Mr Spencer 


Pat McManus is first among 
equals: the McManus clan are all 


inches above the tops of their Air 
Jordans. But undoubtedly they're 


: AOR genius. 
‘Relativity’ i 


Mama's Boys, despite the three 


(CTM Records) _ McManus brothers ranging in age outstanding musicians, but not into that ‘streetwise’ gear, so 

= froma mere 25 toa still young 31, . guitarist Patis one of the most they'll never be fashionably en. 
A surprise: a fine album; avery fine © are the victims of a generation | soulful players around. God forbid! vogue enough to be successful 
album indeed, So! went and © gap. Their commercial starhas  — should quote Mark Knopfler, buthe with this album. 
played their last studio album, ; waned because commercialism is — knows how to makeit cry or sing Mama's Boys produce great 
1987's ‘Growing Up The Hard Way’ the offspring of fashion and vogue ‘ (or something). music; they're one of the best AOR 
and, shit, that was afine album,  : and Mama's Boys are a band that The McManus brothers and bands the British Isles have ever 
too, I'd just forgotten. Like every- your older brother might have gritty voiced vocalist Mike Wilson produced. But AOR right now is 
‘one else had. Both are moody and ~ been into. Mama's Boys, indis- + would look no sillier than anyone fashionably unfashionable. 
mellifluous with moments of real putably, are old timers. else in trousers that end eleven kkk David Galbraith 


FIREHOUSE 
‘Hold Your Fire’ 
(Epic) 


It only takes one listen to any track 
off Firehouse's second LP and you 
can bloody well see the video. It’s all 
there in your head; the sun-baked 
Californian beach, the bevy of 
bronzed beauties and the boggle- 
eyed band members. Firehouse are 
that kind of rock act: slick, smooth 
and slightly sick-making. 

Then again, if commercialised 
MTV-friendly metal-by-numbers is 
your bag, then ‘Hold Your Fire’, with 
its scrupulously air-brushed guitars 


LEGS DIAMOND 
‘Captured Live’ 
(Music For Nations) 


For about six seconds during the 
early '80s, Legs Diamond stared 
success in the face. Then they 
lost their bottle and went belly- 
up. With the band largely forgot- 
ten, the year 1986 slowly came 
around and the door closed shut 
‘on what was possibly the 
crappiest five years in the 
history of metal. 

Nauseatingly, ‘Captured 


and creakingly obvious builtin crowd 
participation slots is for you. 
‘Sleeping With You Tonight’, with 
vocals so drippy one is reminded of 
PWL-era Bananarama, is syrupy pop- 
metal at its worst; ‘When | Look Into 
Your Eyes’ and ‘Hold The Dream’ are 
both yer typical squelchy ballads, 
Firehouse almost sound half- 
decent on ‘Hold Your Fire’ and ‘Life 
In The Real World’ with, initially, 
some mean riffs and bollocksy metal 
spirit. But then they blow it with their 
cute choruses and candyfloss 
production - makes you want to. 
dash your brains out to a Europe LP. 
* Mr Spencer 


Live’, a recent 
recording, proves 
that Legs Diamond 
are still back there in 
the bad old days. 
With the possible 
exception of some 
tiger-stripe span- 
dexed dickheads ina 
pub band from. 
Rochdale, can you 
imagine anyone 
writing a song called 
‘Rok Doktor’ (sic) 
without expecting to 
have the piss taken 
by the bucketload? 
Legs Diamond 
exist in 1992 
because the Twilight 
Zone is real, The last ten years 
never happened. Richie 
Blackmore is God. People still 
give a toss about technically 
abysmal drum solos. Roger 
Romeo isn't a joke name. W Ax! 
Rose is merely Bill Bailey, 
Seattle is where they make 
jumbo jets. Manchester United 
are only 15 years on from their 
last Championship title... (Yeah, 
we get the idea ~ Ed), 
Get a life. Get a calender. 
Just get off my stereo. 
* David Galbraith 


DEMON 
‘Blow Out’ 
(tbe) 


To their credit, Demon's return once 
again takes them a step forward. 
Unfortunately, everyone else has 
since leapt about three strides 
further on, leaving ‘Blow Out’ limping 
behind in a vapid flux of bland power 
metal. 

Demon could have been the UK's 
Queensryche. Don't choke on your. 


NYMPHS 

‘A Practical Guide To 
Astral Projection’ 
(DGC) 


With ‘Imitating Angels’ and 
‘Wasting My Days’ straight 
from the Nymphs’ selftitled 
debut album, demo ver- 

sions of two more songs 

and a cover of ‘Cum N' Get It', a 
song Macca knocked up for 
Badfinger in the '70s, this five- 
tracker rivals frontperson Inger 
Lorre for schizoid disregard for 
convention, At the price of a 12inch 
it also flirts with bargain statu: 


Despite Inger’s desk-pissin’, 
boyfriend-fellatin’ reputation and the 
Nymphs’ artrock inclinations, this 


tongue — they just never had the 
vision or intellect to rise above their 
parochial style and pubescent lyrical 
approach. After all this time, it’s 
become a tad clear that there is no 
‘Operation: Mindcrime’ in Demon. 
But how can you entirely 
condemn the uninhibited honesty 
that drives Demon to write a tribute 
to Freddie Mercury and call it (sticks 
fingers down throat)... ‘Victim Of His 
Time (God Bless Freddie)’? 
wk Richard Heggie 


band offer the mildest detour from 
the mainstream. Still Inger’s brew of 


~ shock and sexuality is far more 


Bonnie And Clyde than Bonnie Tyler. 
Arecord that ends with a song 

about serial killer Richard Ramirez 

(The Highway’, demo version) is 

norra Lorre Lorre laughs — which is 

pretty much the point. 

eK Roy ‘Crap Pun’ Wilkinson 
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TOOL 
‘Opiate’ 
(RCA) 


Ooer. A spunky, thrusting and 
throbbing mini-album from LA raw 
rock frontiersmen with the dopey 


name of Tool. This impressively 
aggressive debut is graced by 
exuberant drumming and 
unrestrained delivery, straight 
from a dingy and probably over- 
priced rehearsal room, in the 
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cellar of a seedy bar rather than a 
suburban garage. 

‘Opiate’ runs almost entirely on, 
the afterburn of some heady teen 
spirit, not yet evaporated from the 
sweaty brow of rapidly receding 
youth. The question is, what 
happens when this potent reser- 
voir of energy dries up? Good 
songs will, of course, be required 
but Tool prefer not to dwell on 
such depressing impositions. 
tokkk — Richard Heggie 


off to anti-climax. ‘Mark actually 


21 GUNS 
‘Salute’ 
(RCA) 


Don't be mislead. 21 Guns are far 
from being the anonymous pub 
rockers their dull monicker 
suggests. The man behind the 
name is ex-Thin Lizzy guitar guru 
Scott Gorham, and if that doesn't 
wet your appetite... 

The remarkable thing about 
‘Salute’ is that, despite 21 Guns’ 
oldster nucleus, most of the music 
here is every bit as fresh as, say, 
the last Metallica LP - trad hard 
rock fayre, sure, but also 
unquestionably of the 90's. 

‘Knee Deep’ is the perfect 
opener: a rumbling guitar stam- 
pede that comes complete with 


SCREAMING TREES 
‘Uncle Anesthesia’ 
(Epic) 


The sixth offering from The 
Screaming Trees could have been 
alot better. If Mark Lanegan 
hadn't sounded quite so much like 
Jim Morrison on a bad day, and if 
they had managed to write a song 
that actually made you want to lis- 
ten to it rather than just having it 
‘on inthe background, then it might 
have been worth buying. 

Asitis, the tracks are amiable 
enough, but none of them push 
their way past the voice of the lead 
singer and say ‘Hey! Listen up.’ 

‘Something About Today’ is 
actually quite exciting for the first 
25 seconds and then it just tails 


pes 


beefy fists-in-the-air backing vocals 
and a variety of compellingly 
restrained and egowank-free six- 
string feats from the supremely 
restrained Gorham. 

There are a couple of duds in 
the shape of ‘Jungle Land’ (cheesy 
military imagery) and the obliga- 
tory shite ballad, ‘Just A Wish’, but 
these are more than compensated 
for by the explosive ‘Battered And 
Bruised’, the big ‘n’ brassy ‘Little 
Sister’ (on which the band sound 
like they're having the time of their 
lives) and ‘Tell Me’, a convincingly 
anguished monsta brooder about 
a fatal drive-by shooting. | 
challenge you to hear it and remain 
unmoved 

Impressive, to say the least. 
kkk Mr Spencer 


+ gets quite emotional towards the 
end of the track, and without to 
much taxing of your grey matter 
you can just picture him straining 
front of the microphone like 
Andrew Strong from The 
Commitments (you know, the one 
who looks constipated half the 
time). 

And there is obviously a small 
influence from Latin America in 
‘Time For Light’. Not much, 
jough. ‘Alice Said’ is confusing: is 
a rip-off of Jefferson Airplane or 
The Velvet Underground? There 
re even points where it starts to 
sound like Julian Cope. 

Allin all the album is a hotch- 

: potch of different influences, sung. 
and played in the same, rather 


BONHAM 
‘Madhatter’ 
(Epic) 


Julian and Dweezil may have 
committed numerous crimes 
against music kind, but you don’t 


and calling themselves Lennon or 
Zappa. Such shameless nom de 
plugging's best left to such retiring 
paragons of good taste as Nelson 
and, strike a light, Bonham, 

Mind you, Bonzo Jnr’s always 
had a way with names. Remember 
his old combo, Virginia Wolf? Yup, 


‘Meantime’ 
(Interscope) 


The news that Helmet hooked a 
three album deal for approximately 
$1.2 million sent minor shockwaves 
through an industry that deals in 
demographics and heavily stylised 
packages. 

Helmet look like skateboarding 
kids, back of the classroom geeks. 
Helmet sound like hell. Guitarist 
Peter Mengede puts it all down to 
the band being in the right place at 
the right time. Vocalist/guitarist 
Page Hamilton simply thinks they're 
worth it. 

And once the smokescreen of 
hype and hipness has finally cleared, 
it's true: they are. Their independent 
‘Strap It On’ debut indicated clarity 
and a sense of vision, though the 


with one ‘o' - talk about the thin line 
between clever and stupid; that lit- 
tle twist between success and fail- 


| ure. There's Bonzo Snr: rotund, 


hairy, pluckily obnoxious, played 
for a band called Led Zeppelin, 


| Then there's Bonzo Jnr: rotund, 
catch them roping in a few drongos | 


hairy, pluckily obnoxious, playing 
for a band called Bonham. 

Cor, ‘Madhatter’ sounds a bit 
nutty, dunnit? Yet this squakingly 
ridiculous mix of bad Aerosmith 
pastiche and chest-beating bom: 
bast is far from the Bonzo Do Dah 
Dog's Bollocks. It's just bollocks. 

Roy Wilkinson 


distinct and occasionally quirky 
quality of ‘Meantime’ is an age away 
from that compelling album. 

They meander infrequently into 
Seattle territory, using vintage Black 
Sabbath as reference points, But 
the New York outfit’s steely 
determination and aggrieved angst 
ensures them a healthy identity, the 
music propelled perilously along by 
John Stanier’s rigorously adept 
rhythms, with Mengede the anti- 
guitar hero throwing his instrume 
into the mesh of noise with often 
mind-boggling results. 

‘Meantime’, all supposed 
$400,000-worth of it, is cherishable 
against every cent. Challenging, 
precise and proof, if any were 
needed, that real music unsullied by 
all the attendant bullshit is finally 
here. 


tok Phil Wilding 
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BELTS, BOOTSTRAPS, LE; 


For our FREE 48 Piet Full Colour Catalogue just send two 
Ist class stamps/IRC's to the above address or telephone the 
aforementioned number anytime. 

Over 450 T-shirts in stock from £7.99 each. 

Sweatshirts, Leatherwear, accessories and the largest range of 
alternative wear available, all by fast mail order. EverYthing il- 
lustrated in full colour. Specialists in Lycra, PVC gloss, Leather 


etc. 
Custom clothing available, Trade enquiries welcome. 
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AVAILABLE NO 


40 PAGE FULL COLOUR CATALOGUE, THE BIGGEST 
‘AND THE BEST RANGE OF QUALITY CLOTHING, 
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~ FAST FREE DELIVERY 


—aitcear HOTLINE 0522°500577 


MONAR 930-530 SAT 920-1230 CLOSED SUNDAYS & PUBUC HOUDAYS 
FAX YOUR ORDER ANTTINE ON 05224500988. 
NIGHTUNE 24 HOUR ANSWERPHONE 089-886-910 
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HEAVY METAL & ALTERNATIVE 
CLOTHING © FOOTWEAR 


Free Full Colour Photographic Catalogue 
Send SAE to: Dept. P, PO Box 14, Rushden, NN10 9XS 
or Tel. (0933) 315890 


PO BOX 157, LINCOIN IN6 3RU 
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H HEADINGS AVAILABLE DISPLAY ADS 

1 Instruments: wanted/for sale £9.00 SCC(+ VAT). Minimum 3 x 4. 

, Fan Clubs Box Nos £1.00 extra 

1 Bands wanted When replying to Box Nos please 

I Record for sale/wanted write to Rock Power Classified 
Personal Dept at the address on the coupon. 

' Record Fairs, Fanzines 

' Sits Vac, Swaps, LINEAGE ADS 

| Special notices 25p per word (+ VAT). 

Ms Tuition, Gigs Minimum 3 lines 


LEARN ROCK GUITAR BY POST. 
Expert tuition individually tailored 
to your own needs. Details 
(S.AE.):- IMD. 71 St. Peters 
Road, Gt. Yarmouth, Norfolk 
NR30 3BQ 


DRUM TUITION. All styles, any 
level. Play harder with less effort. 
Tel: Adrian 081-205 7296 


FREE 80 Page New Catalogue 
erence 
of Heavy Metal Clothing. 
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THE BIGGEST RANGE OF 


PENPAL MAG for lonely ROCK POSTERS IN THE 
people. Approval copy from: WORLD! 
MATCHMAKER (C28), Chorley, Also 100's of tour books, 


Lanes. backstage passes, tour laminates 
& photographs. Send SAE for free 
40 page catalogue to: 
PUSH(RP), PO Box 469, 

1 


R 
ROCK MERCHANSDISE Glasgow, GIT 


Hundreds of items listed in our 
catalogue. Send £2.50 
(refundable) to CM Leisure Sales, 
Dept R.P., P.O. Box 46, Romford 


To advertise in 


RMI 208. 

[ esses EANZINES fees) aatephcisiocsaay 
RUSH FANZINE NO 18 now avail- Telephone 
able, £1.70. 23 Garden Close, 071-253 4478 


Grove Park, London SE12 9TG 
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For more information on our exciting newand original 
designs, please write tous at the address below or call 
¥ Q2l - 327 - 7040- 
fora free brochure - you WONT be disappcinted! 


SS) 21 Boldmere Road, Sutton Coldfield, West Midlands, B73 5UY 
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LINEAGE ADS Make cheques payable ! 
MUST BE PREPAID to HHL Publishing Ltd. ' 
Complete and send to ; 
ROCK POWER CLASSIFIED DEPT., | 
193 ST JOHN STREET, LONDON EC4P 1EN. f 
TEL: 071-253 4478 I 
ITIS ILLEGAL TO ADVERTISE BOOTLEG RECORDINGS FOR SALE. ! 
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NEW MEGADETH 


11 12 GUNS N’ ROSES 
12 NEW MAGNAPOP 

13 2 BLACK CROWES 
145 WASP 


15 15 NIRVANA 


2 NEW BLACK SABBATH 


COUNTDOWN... 
DEHUMANIZER 


1 
5 3 UGLYKID JOE AS UGLY AS... 
6 6 MARILLION SINGLES COLLECTION 
MURDER INC 


USE YOUR ILLUSION Il 
MAGNAPOP 


THE CRIMSON IDOL 
NEVERMIND 


HMV TOP 30 ROCK ALBUMS W/C 2ND JULY ’92 
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FEAR OF DARK 


Phew, mucho anger in the mail! Makes us want to get all psychological and understand where you're 
all, like, coming from. Yep, so see this as a therapeutic exercise - release that energy, get it down on 
paper and send it to: Rock Power, Power Post, 3rd Floor, Greater London House, London NW1 7990. 


RETURN TO SENDER 
Dear Kurt Cobain, 

After your quote in Rock Power 
about Pearl Jam, saying they're 
“False music and claim to be 
underground or alternative,” | would 
first like to say that Nirvana are 
good. But the Pearl Jam album is a 
million times better and Green River 
also paid for your first album. 

After reading that, | now know 
what a big-headed arsehole you 
are. What happened to the ‘Seattle 
bands help each other’ attitude you 
had before you became everything 
you used to slag off (corporate rock 
whores)? 

Tristan Bowden 


Thanks for the letter, Tristan, but 
Kurt doesn’t work here. 


EXTREME-LY ANGRY 
Extreme were about the best at the 
Freddie Mercury Tribute; their 
medley of Queen songs was 
performed brilliantly and | admire 
them for doing so. At least they 
made the effort to prepare 
something for the show rather than 


running off a couple of their own 
songs they've done a hundred times 
before. The crowd were there as 
Queen fans, not as Extreme fans so 
they would relate better to and 
would rather hear those songs. 
Gary Cherone'’s rendition of 

‘Hammer To Fall’ was excellent, and 
he was one of the best vocalists 
there. Even my mum agrees, and 
she’s a Queen fan. Also, who gives 
a fuck about their hair? 

Anonymous 


Well, it's quite obvious that Extreme 
don't give a toss about their hair, 
judging by the mops they paraded 
at Wembley. 


NEW LOOK, NO TA! 
Since starting to buy Rock Power | 
have been impressed by its 
intelligently written articles, range 
of features and overall quality. A 
rock magazine that treated its 
readers with a modicum of sense, 
and a mental age of more than 13 
was a welcome novelty. Rock 
Power also helped to fill the gap left 
by the demise of Sounds. All in all, 


Rock Power provided a good 
monthly read. 

This month | looked in vain for the 
latest issue, until | eventually 
realised that the Euro-style Rock 
Power was indeed the same 
magazine as the old Rock 
Power...Oh dear! 

Not being a short haired 14-year- 
old headbanger, the magazine 
didn’t have quite the same appeal 
as the old format. Presumably it 
changed for financial reasons, and 
aiming for the lowest common 
denominator sells magazines. 
Obviously it’s not my livelihood that 
relies on magazines sales, and a 
quality magazine that does not sell 


doesn't pay wages, but it's a shame 


it had to happen. Still, that's 
capitalism for you! 

Anyway, thanks for producing a 
decent magazine for the last year, 
and hopefully your magazine will 
have a change of heart and return 
to its old format. 


John Muir 


Yeah, points taken. But change 
always takes a time to get used to, 


so give the new look a chance. We 
think it’s a huge improvement - and 
the writing hasn't changed, so 
you're still getting the usual top- 
notch coverage. What does 
everyone else think about the new 
look Rock Power? We welcome your 
feedback. Oh yeah, and John: we 
are not capitalists. Sod off! 


BROS FAN WRITES... 

| am writing re what Andy Stout said 
about the new WASP album. | have 
never read such a loud of shit in my. 
life. Who the hell does 
think he is? 


‘ould lk =A fo) 
andWhat it AY 
for ‘ 


He’s big, a lot of people 
reckon he’s sick, and 
some even suggest he’s 
ugly, but at least he has 
average genitalia. 
FAITH NO MORE’s 
JIM MARTIN reveals 
all. Well, almost... 


i aha 
Fullname 
Jim Martin 


How would you describe 
your job to analien 
Iplay the guitar for a living 


Previous occupations 
Painter, time-clock fixer 


Worst habit 
Oh, shit...probably smoking 


Who would you most like 
to have sex with 

Ichange my mind every time 
Isee a girl 


Stupidest thing done while 
rat-arsed 
Drove 


What books have been 
most significant to you 
Stuart Little -I read it when I 
was young. These folks gave 
birth to a mouse called Stuart, 
and he went ona trip 


Biggest dickhead you've 
ever met 
Changes every week or so 


Fetishes 
None 


Religious beliefs 

Sure, follow your own 
guidelines. I don’t belive any 
faith is more right than 
another. Favourite musician 
Muddy Robins. He was a 
singer along time ago: did 
that song''El Paso’ 


Size of genitalia 
Average 


Worst record ever heard 
Lou Reed’s ‘Metal Machine 
Music” 


Would you assassinate 

George Bush 

No. It wouldn't really be 

worth the effort 
Favouite films 


Why bother saving the 
planet 
I dunno. You tell me 


Dune, The Good, The Bad And 
The Ugly, Clockwork Orange, 
Eraserhead 


Who killed JFK 
Idunno 


Would you ever have 
cosmetic surgery 

I dunno, what would I have 
it on? 


‘Who needs cosmetic 
surgery badly 
Roseanne Barr. She 
needs a whole body 
transplant 


PIC: MARK WEBB: 


Why isn’t your band crap 
Who says it isn't? 


Who deserves a really 
good kicking 

Alot of people, actually. 
Most of the people in 
‘Washington DC...the IRS 
definitely 


How do you want to be 
remembered 
Accurately 
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BRITAIN’S BEST ROCK FORTNIGHTLY WHY PAY MORE? _ 
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